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THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 



PROLOGUE. 



THE SPIHE OF STBASBÜRG CATHEDEAL. 

Night and siorm. Lucifbr, with the Powers oftheAir, Uytng 
to tear down the Gross, 

LXJCIFBB. 

Hasten! hasten! 

Oyespirits! 

^om its Station drag the ponderous 

Gross ofiron, that to mock us 

Is uplifted high in air 1 

YOICES. 

0, wecannot! 

For aroond it 

All the Saints and Guardian Angels 

Throng in legions to protect it; 

They defeat us everywhere I 

THE BELL8. 

Laudo Demn yeruml 
Plehemvocol 
Congrego cleruml 
LongfeUow. 11. 1 
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2 THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 

LXJCIFER. 

Lowerl lowerl 

Hover downwardi 

Seizetheloud, vociferousbells, and 

C lashing, clanging, to the pavement 

Huri them from their windy towerl 

VOICBS. 

Aü thy thunders 

Here are harmlessl 

Por these bells have been anointed, 

At\d baptized with holy water I 

Thcy defy our utmost power. 

THE BELLS. 

Defunctosplorol 
Festem fugo I 
Festa decoro ! 

LUCIFER. 

8 hake the casementsi 

Ereak the painted 

X^aties, that flame with gold and crimson; 

Scatter them likejeayes of Autumn, 

S w ept away before the blast I 

VOICBS. 

O, we cannot! 

The Archangel 

Michael flajoaes from every window, 

With the sword of fire that drove us 

Headlong, outofheaven, aghasti 

THE BELLS. 

Funera plango ! 
Fulgurafrangol 
Sabbatapango! 



^ 
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THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 
LUCIFEK. 

Aim your lightnings 

Atthe oaken, 

MassiTe , iron-studded portals I 

Sack the house of God , and scatter 

Wide the ashes of the deadi 

VOICKS. 

0, wecaimotl 

The Aposües 

And the Martyrs , wrapped in manües , 

Stand as warders at the entrance, 

Stand as sentinels o'erhead! 

THE BELLS. 

Ezcitolentos! 
Dissipo Yentos I 
Paco cruentosi 

LUCIFER. 

Baffled! baffled! 

Inefficient, 

Crayenspiiitsl leave this labor 

Unto Time , the great Destroyer ! 

Come away , ere night is gone I 

YOIOES. 

Onwardl onward! 

With the night-wind , 

Oyot field and fann and forest, 

Lonely homestead , darksome hamiet , 

Blighting all we breathe upon! 

They sweep away. Organ and Gregorian Chant. 

CHOIR. 

Nocte surgentes 
Vigilemus omnes ! 



1* 
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I. 

THE CASTLE OF VAÜTSBERQ ON THE KHINE. 

A Chamber in a tower, Prince Henry, sitting alone, ül atid 
restless, MidnighL 

PRINCE HENRY. 

ICANNOTsleep! my fervid brain 

Calls up the Yanished Fast again , 

And throws its misty splendors deep 

Into the pallid realms of sleep I 

A breath firom that far-distant shore 

Comes fireshening ever more and more , 

And wafts o'er intervening seas 
/Sweet odors firom the HesgendesJ, ^ 

Awind, that through fEecomdor 

Just stirs the curtain, and no more, ') 

And, touchingthe.feolianstrings, 

Faints with the bürden that it bringe I 
^Comeback! yefriendshipslongdeparted! 

That like o'eilflowing streamlets started, 

Andnowaredwmdled, onebyone, 

To stony Channels in the suni 

Comeback! yefiiends, whoselivesareended, 

Come back, with all that light attended, 

Which seemed to darken and decay 

When ye arose and went away 1 

< Xlieycome, the shapes of joy and woe , 
The airy crowds of long-ago , 
The dreams and fancies known of yore, 
That haye been , and shall be no more, 
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THE GOLDEN LEGEND. Ö 

They change the doisters of the night 
Into a garden of delight; 
They make the dark an d dreary hou rs y 
O^SiLand blossom into flowersT 
Iwouldnotsleep! Ilovetobe 
Again in their fair Company; 
Bat ere my lips can bid them stay , 
They pass and vanishquiteaway! . 
Alas! ourmemoriesmayretrace 
Each circumstance of time and place , 
Season and scene come back again, 
And outward things unchanged remain; 
The rest we cannot reinstate ; 
Ourselyes we cannot re-create , 
Nor »et our souls to the same key 
Of the remembered harmony ! 

Eestl restl O, giire me rest and peace ! 
The thought of Ufe that ne*er shall cease 
Has something in it like despair , 
A weight I am too weak to bear ! 
Sweeter to this afflicted breast 
The thought of neyer-ending rest ! 
Sweeter the undisturbed and deep 
Tranquillity of endless sleep ! 

A flash ofäghtning^ out ofwTdck Lucifer appears, in the garb of 
a travelUng Physidan, 

LUCDIEB. 

All hail Prince Henry ! 

PRINCB HENRY, storting, 
Who is it speaks? 
Who and what are you? 

LUCIFEB. 

One who seeks 
A inoment*8 audience with the Prince. 
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6 THE GOLDEN SEGENS. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

When came you in? 

LUCmCR. 

A moment since. 
I fbund your stady door imlocked , 
And thought you answered when I knocked. 

PRINCE HXNRT. 

I did not hear you. 

LUCIFER. 

You heard the thunder ; 
It was loud enough to waken the dead. 
And it is not a matter of special wonder 
That, when God is Walking overhead, 
You should not hear my feeble tread. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

What may your wish or purpose be ? 

LUCIFER. 

Nothing or every thing, as it pleases 
Your Highness. You behold in me 
Only a tra^elling Physician ; 
One of the few who have a mission 
To eure incurable diseases, 
Or those that are called so. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Can you bring 
The dead to life? 

LXTCIFER. 

Yes; Yerynearly. 
And, what is a wiser and better thing , 
Can keep the living from ever needing 
Such an unnatural, stränge proceeding, 
By showing conclusiyely and cleariy 
That death is a stupid blunder merely , 
And not a necessity of our lives. 
My being here is accidental; 
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The storm , that against your casement drives , 
In the little village below waylaid me. 
And there I heard, with a secret delight, 
Of your maladies physical and mental, 
Which neither astonished nor dismayed me. 
And I hastened hither, thoogh late in the night, 
To proffer my aid I 

PRINCE HENRY, tromcdlly. 
Forthisyoucamel 
Ah, how can I ever hope to requite 
This honor from one so erudite? 

LUCIFER. 

The honor ismine, orwillbewhen 
I haye cured yonr disease. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

But not tili then. 

LUCIFER. 

"What is your ülness? 

FRINGS HENRY. 

It has no name. 
Asmonldering, duU, perpetualflame, 
Asinakiln, bumsinmyyeins, 
Sending up yapors to the head; 
My heart has become a dull lagoon , 
Which a kind of leprosy drinks and drains ; 
I am accounted as one who is dead. 
And, indeed, I think that I shall be soon. 

LUCIFER. 

And has Gordonius the Diyine, 
In bis famous Lily of Medicine , — 
I see the book lies open before you, — 
No remedy potent enough to restore you? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Nonewhatever! 
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8 THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 

LUCIFER. 

llie dead are dead, 
Andtheiroraolesdumb, when questioned 
Of the new diseases that human life 
£ volves in its progress , rank and rife. 
Consult the dead upon things that were , 
But the living only on things that are. 
Haye you done this, by the appiiance 
And aid of doctors? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Ay, wholeschools 
Of doctors , with their leamed rules ; 
But the case is quite beyond their science. 
Even the doctors of Salem 
Send me back word they can discem 
No eure for a malady like this, 
Save one which in its nature is 
Lnpossible, andcannotbe! 



That Sounds oracularl 



LUCIFBR. 
PRINCE HENRY. 

Unendurablel 

LUCIFER. 

What is their remedy ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

You shall see; 
Writ in this scroll is the mystery. 

LUCIFER, reading, 
" Not to be cured , yet not incurable I 
The only remedy that remains 
Is the blood that flows from a maiden^s veins, 
Who of her own free will shall die , 
And give her life as the price of yours I" 
That is the strängest of all eures, 
And one, Ithink, you will nevertry; 
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The prescription you may well putby, 
A8 something impossible to find 
Before the world itself shall end! 
And yet who knows? One cannot say 
That into some maiden's brain that kind 
Of madness will not find its way. 
Meanwhile permit me to recommend, 
As the matter admits of no delay, 
My wonderful Catholicon, 
Of yery subtile and magical powers ! 

PBINCB HENRY. 

Pnrge with your nostroms and drugs infernal 
The spouts and gargoyles of these towers, 
Not me 1 My f aith is utterly gone 
In oYery power but the Power Supemal ! 
Pray teil me , of what school are you? 

LUCIFBR. 

Both of the Old and of the New! 
The school of Hermes Trismegistus, 
Who uttered his oracles sublime 
Before the Olympiads , in the dew 
Of the early dawn and dusk of Time , 
The reign of dateless old HephsBstus I 
As northward , from its Nubian Springs, 
The Nile , for ever new and old , 
Among the living and the dead , 
Itsmighty, mystiostreamhasrolled; 
So, starting from its fountain-head 
Under the lotus-leaves of Isis, 
From the dead demigods of eld , 
Through long, unbroken lines of kings 
Its course the.sacred art has held, 
Uncbecked , unchanged by man*s deyices. 
This art the Arabian Geber taught, 
And in alembics, finely wrought, 



ü" 
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10 THE GOLDEN LEQENT. 

Distilling herbs and flowers, discoYered 
The secret that so long had hoyered 
Upon the misty yerge of Truth, 
The Elixir of Perpetual Youth, 
Called Alcohol , in the Arab speech ! 
Like him , this wondrous lore I teach ! 

PRmCE HENRY 

What! anadept? 

LÜCIFER. 

Norless, normorel 

PBINCE HENRT. 

I am a reader of your books , 
A lover of that mystic lore I 
With such a piercing glance it looks 
Into great Nature's open eye, 
And sees within it trembling lie 
The Portrait of the Deityl 
Andyet, alas! with all mypains, 
The secret and the mystery 
Have baffled and eluded me, 
Unseen the grand result remains I 

LUCIFER , showing a fmk. 
Behold it here I thls little flask 
Contains the wonderfiil quintessence, 
The perfect flower and effiorescence, 
Of aU the knowledge man can ask ! 
Hold it up thus against the light! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Howlimpid, pure, and crystalline, 
How quick, andtremulous, andbright 
The little wavelets dance and shine, 
As were it the Water of Life in sooth ! 

LÜCIFER. 

It is I It assuages e^ery pain, 
Cures all disease, and gives again 
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THE GOLDEN J^EßfEHrD. 11 

To age the swift deiights of youth. 
Inhale its fragrance. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

It is sweet. 
A thousand different odors meet 
And mingle in its rare perfitme , 
Such as the winds of summer waft 
At open Windows through a room I 

LUCIFER. 

Will you not taste it? 

PRINCE HENRT. 

Will one draught 
Suffice? 

LUCIFER. 

Ifnot, you can drink more. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Into this crystal goblet pour 
So much as safely I may drink. 

LUCIFER, pouring. 
Let not the quantity alarm you; 
You may drink all ; it wül not härm you. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I am as one who on the brink 
Of a dark riyer Stands and sees 
The waters flow, the landscape dim 
Aroundhimwaver, wheel, andswim. 
And, ere he plunges; stops tothink 
Into what whirlpools he may sink; 
One moment pauses, and no more, 
Then madly plunges from the shore I 
Headlong into the mysteries 
Of life and death I boldly leap, 
Nor fear the fateful currenf s sweep, 
Nor what in ambush lurks below ! 
For death is better than disease ! 

An Anoel wiih an ceolian harp hovers in the air. 
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12 TBE GOLDEN LEGEND. 

ANGEL. 

Woe! woel etemalwoel 

Not only the whispered prayer 

Oflove, 

But the imprecations of hate, 

Beverberate 

For ever and ever through the air 

AboYel 

This fearful cone 

Shakes the great universe ! 

LUCIFBR, disappearing, 
Drink! drinkl 
And thy sonl shall sink 
Down into the dark abyss, 
Into the infinite abyss, 
From which no plummet nor rope 
Ever drew up the silver sand of hope ! 

PRINCE HENRY, drinking, 
It is like a draught of fire 1 
Through every vein 
I feel again 

The fever of youth , the soft desire ; 
A rapture that is ahnost pain 
Throbs in my heart and fiils my brain ! 
Ojoyl Ojoy! Ifeel 
The band of Steel 

That so long and heavily has pressed 
Upon my breast 
Uplifted, and the malediction 
Of my affliction 

Is taken from me , and my weary breast 
At length finds rest 

THE ANGEL. 

It is but the rest of the fire , from which the air has been taken I 
It is but the rest of the sand, when the hour-glass is not shakenl 
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THE GOLDEN TJEffESTD. 13 

Itis bat the rest of the tide between tbe ebb and the flow! 

It is but the rest of the wind between the flaws that blow 1 

With fiendish langhter, 

Hereafter, 

This false physician 

Will mock thee in thy perdition. 

PRINCE HSNBT. 

SpeakI speak! 

Who says that 1 am ill? 

lamnotilll lamnotweak! 

The trance , the swoon, the dream, is o'erl 

I feel the chill of death no more ! 

Atlength, 

I stand renewed in all my strength I 

Beneath me I can feel 

The great earth stagger and reel, 

As if the feet of a descending God 

Upon its surface trod , 

And like a pebble it roUed beneath his heel ! 

This, O brave physician 1 this 

Is thy great Palingenesis I 

Drinks again, 

THE ANGEL. 

Touch the goblet no more ! 

It will make thy heart sore 

To its very core I 

Its perfume is the breath 

Of the Angel of Death, 

And the light that within it lies 

Is the fiash of his evil eyes. 

Beware! O, beware! 

Forsickness, sorrow, andoare 

Ailaretherei 

PRINCE HENRY, sihkingbock. 
thou Toice within my breast! 
\Vhy entreat me , why upbraid me, 
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14 THE GOLDEN LBGEMS. 

\Vhen the steadfast tongaes of tratli 
And the flatteting liopes of youth 
Have all deceived me and betrayed me ? 
Giyeme, giyemerest, O, restl 
Golden Tisions waye and hoyer, 
Golden yapors, waters stareaming, 
Landscapes moying, changing, gleaming! 
I am like a happy loyer 
Wfao illamines Ufe with dreamingl 
ßraye physician ! Rare physician 1 
Well hast thou fulfilled tliy mission I 

His head falls <m h£s book, 

THE AN6XL9 receding. 
AlasI alaal 

Like a yapor the golden yision 
Shall fade and pass , 
And thou wilt find in thy heart again 
Only the blight of pain, 
And bitter, bitter, bitter contritioni 



COURT-YARD OF THE CASTLE. 
HxjBEBT Standing hy the gateway. 

HUBERT. 

How sad the grand old Castle looks ! 
O'erhead, the unmolested rooks 
Upon the turret's windy top 
Sit, talkingoftnefarmer'scrop; 
Here m the court-yard Springs the grasa. 
So few are now the feet that pass ; 
Thestatelypeacocks, bolder grown, 
Come hopping down the steps of stone, 
As if the Castle were their own ; 
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Andl, thepooroldseneschai, 
Haunt, likeaghost, the banqiiet-hall. 
Alas! the merry guests no more 
Crowd through the hospitable door; 
No eyes with youth and passion shine, 
No cheeks grow redder tiian the wine ; 
Nosong, nolaugh, nojovialdin 
Of drinking wassail to the pin ; 
But all is süent, sad, anddrear, 
And now the only sounds I hear 
Are the hoarse rooks upon the walls , 
And horses stamping in their stalls! 

A hom sounds, 
Whathol that merry, sudden blast 
Reminds me of the days long pasti 
And, asofoldresounding, grate 
The heayy hinges of the gate , 
And, clattering loud, with iron dank. 
Down goes the sounding bridge of plank, 
As if it were in haste to greet 
The pressure of a trayeller's feet ! 

Enter Walter the Minnesingei\ 

WALTER. 

How now, my friendl This looks quite lonely ! 
No banner fiying from the walls , 
No pages and no seneschals, 
Nowaxders, and one porter only! 
Isityou, Hubert? 

HUBERT. 

Ah! Master Walter! 

WALTER. 

AlasI how forms and faces alter! 

1 did not know you. You look older ! 

Your hair has grown much grayer and thinner, 

And you stoop a little in the Shoulder! 
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16 THE €K)£D£N LEGEND. 

HUBERT. 

Alack 1 I am a poor old sinner , 

And, likethesetowers, begintomoulder; 

And yoa have been absent many a yearl 

WALTER. 

How is the Frince? 

HUBERT. 

Heisnothere; 
Hellas been ill: and now has fled. 

WALTER. 

Speak it oat frankly : say he 's dead I 
Isitnotso? 

HUBERT. 

No; if youplease; 
Astrange, mysterioas disease 
Fell on him with a sudden blight. 
Whole hours together be would stand 
Uponthe terrace, inadream, 
Kesting bis bead upon bis band , 
Best pleased wben be was most alone, 
Like Saint Jobn Nepomuck in stone, 
Looking down into a stream. 
In the Bound Tower, night after night, 
He sat, and bleared bis eyes with books ; 
Untii one moming we found bim there 
Stretched on the floor , as if in a swoon 
He had fallen from bis cbair. 
We bardly recognized bis sweet looks ! 

WALTER. 

PoorPrincel 

HUBERT. 

I tbink be might haye mended ; 
Andbedidmend; butyerysoon 
The Priests came flocking in, like rooks, 
With all their crosiers and thcir crooks, 
And so at last the matter ended 
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WALTER. 
HUBERT. 



1 T^y» in Samt Rochus 

Theymadehim stand, andwaHhiSdoom; 
And , as Ufhe were condenmed to the tomb , 
Began to matter their hocus-pocus. 
First, the.Mass for the D^d they chaunted , 
Then thrc4 times laiA upon hisli^d 
A shoyelfid of chorch-yard clay, 
Saying to him , as he stood ündaunted , 
*^lliis is a sign that thou art dead. 
So in thy heart be penitent ! " 
And forth from the chapel door he went 
Into disgrace and banishment, 
Glothed in a cloak of hodden gray , 
And bearinga wallet, and a bell, 
Whose sound should be a perpetual knell 
To keep all travellers away. 

WALTER. 

0, horrible fatel Outcast, rejected, 
As one with pestilence infected ! 

) . . / J HUBERT. 

Then was the family tomb unsealed. 
And broken hehnet, sword and shield, 
Buried together , in common wreck , 
Asisthecustom, when the last 
Of any princely house has passed, 
Andthrice, aswithatrumpet-blast, 
A herald shouted down the stair 
The words of waming and despair, — 
""O HoheneckI O Hoheueck!" 

WALTER. 

Still in my soul that cry goes on , — 
For ever gone I for ever gone I 
Longfellow, lU 
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Ah, whatacruelsenseof loss, 

Like a black shadow, would fall across 

The hearts of all, if he should die 1 

His gracious presence upon earth 

Was as a fire upon a hearth ; 

As pleasant songs, at moming sung, 

The words that dropped jfrom his sweet tongue 

Strengthened OUT hearts; or, heard at night, 

Made all our slumbers soft and light. 

Where is he? 

HUBERT. 

In the Odenwald. 
Someof his tenants, unappalied 
By fear of death , or priestly word , — 
Aholyfamily, thatmake 
Each meal a Supper of the Lord, — 
Have him beneath their watch and ward, 
For love of him, and Jesus' sake ! 
Pray you come in. For why should I 
With out-door hospitality 
My prince's Mend thus entertain? 

WALTER. 

I would a moment here remain. 
Butyou, good Hubert, gobefore, 
Fill me a goblet of May-drink, 
As aromatic as the May 
From which it steals the breath away , 
And which he loved so well of yore ; 
It is of him that I would think. 
You shall attend me , when I call, 
In the ancestral banquet-hall. 
Unseen companions, guests of air, 
You cannot wait on , will be there ; 
They taste not food, theydrinknotwine, 
But their soft eyes look into mine, 
And their lips speak to me , and all 
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The vast and shadowy banquet-hall 
Is fall of looks and words divine ! 

Leardng over the parapet. 
The day is done; and slowly from the scene 
The stooping sim upgathers his spent shafts, 
And puts them back into his golden quiver! 
Below me in the Valley, deep and green 
As goblets are , from which in thirsty draughts 
We drink its wine , the swift and mantling river 
Flows on triumphant through these lovely regions, 
Etched with the shadows of its sombre margent, 
And soft, reflected clouds of gold and argent! 
Yes, thereit flows, for ever, broad and still, 
As when the yanguard of the Koman legions 
First saw it from the top of yonder hill I 
How beautifal it is ! Fresh fields of wheat , 
Vineyard, and town, and tower with fluttering fiag , 
The consecrated chapel on the crag. 
And the white hamlet gathered round its base , 
Like Mary sitting at her Saviour's feet, 
And looking up at his beloved face I 
friend I O best of friends ! Thy absence more 
Than the impending night darkens the landscape o'erl 
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n. 

A FARM IN THE ODENWALD. 

A garden; mommg; Prince Henry seated, ivith a book* 
Elsik, cU a distancef gaihering fiovoera. 

PRmCE HENRY, reoding. 
One moming, all alone, 
Out of his convent of gray stone , 
Into the forest older, darker, grayer, 
His lips moying as if in prayer , 
His head sunken upon his breast 
As in a dream of rest, 
Walked the Monk Felix. All about 
The broad, sweet sunshine lay without, 
Filling the siimmer air, 
And within the woodlands as he trod , 
The twilight was like the Truce of God 
With worldly woe and care ; 
Under him lay the golden moss; 
And above him the boughs of hemlock-trees 
Waved, and made the sign of the cross, 
And wMspered their Benedictes ; 
And from the ground 
Rose an odor sweet and fragrant 
Of the wild-flowers and the vagrant 
Vines that wandered, 
Seeking the sunshine , round and round. 

These he heeded not, but pondered 
On the Yolume in his band, 
A volume of Saint Augustine , 
Wherein he read of the unseen 
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Splendors of God's great town 

In the unknown land, 

And, with hia eyes cast döwn 

In humility, he said: 

"Ibelieve, O God, 

What herein I have read , 

But alas I I do not understand ! " 

Andlo! heheard 

The Budden singing of a bird, 

A snow-white bird, that from a clond 

Dropped down, 

And among the branches brown 

Sat singing 

So sweet, andclear, and loud, 

It seemed a thousand harp-strings ringing. 

And the Monk Felix closed bis book, 

And long, long, 

With rapturouB look, 

He Hstened to the song, 

And hardly breathed or stirred, 

Until he saw, as in a Tision , 

The land Elysian, 

And in the heayenly city heard 

Angelic feet 

Fall on the golden flagging of the street. 

And he would fain 

Haye caught the wondrous bird, 

ButstroveinTain; 

Foritflewaway, away, 

Far over hill and dell, 

And instead of its sweet singing 

He heard the convent bell 

Suddenly in the silence ringing 

For the service of noonday , 

And he retraced 

His pathway homeward sadly and in haste» 
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In the convent there was a changel 
He looked for each well-known face , 
But the faces were new and stränge; 
New figures sat in the oaken stalls, 
New voices chaunted in the choir; 
Yet the place was the same place, 
The same dusky walls 
Ofcold, graystone, 
The same cloisters and belfry and spire. 

A stranger and alone 

Among that brotherhood 

The Monk Felix stood. 

"Forty years ," said a Friar, 

**HaveIbeen Prior 

Of this convent in the wood, 

But for that space 

Never have 1 beheld thy face I '* 

The heart of the Monk Felix feil: 

And he answered, with submissive tone, 

" This moming , after the hour of Prime, 

I ieft my cell, 

And wandered forth alone, 

Listening all the time 

To the melodious singing 

Of a beautiful white bird , 

Until I heard 

The bells of the convent ringing 

Noon firom their noisy towers. 

It was as if I dreamed; 

For what to me had seemed 

Moments only , had been hours ! " 

" Years 1 " said a voice close by. 
It was an aged monk who spoke, 
From a bench of oak 
Fastened against the waU ; — 
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He was the oldest monk of all. 

For a whole Century 

Had he been tbere, 

Serving God in prayer, 

The meekest and humblest of bis creatures. 

He remembered weU the features 

Of Felix, and he said, 

Speaking distinct and slow: 

" One hundred years ago, 

When I was a novice in this place, 

There was here a monk, füll of God's grace, 

Who bore the name 

Of Felix , and this man must be the same.'' 

And straightway 

They brought forth to the light of day 

A Tolume old and brown, 

A huge tome, bound 

In brass and wild boar^s hide, 

Wherein were written down 

The names of all who had died 

In the conyent, since it was edified. 

And there they found, 

Just as the old monk said, 

That on a certain day and date, 

One hundred years before, 

Had gone forüi &om the convent gate 

The Monk Felix, andnevermore 

Had entered that sacred door. 

He had been counted among the dead! 

And they knew, atlast, 

That, such had been the power 

Ofthat celestiai and immortal song, 

A hundred years had passed, 

And had not seemed so long 

^a a Single houri 

Elsie cnmes in with flotoers. 
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ELSI£. 

Here are flowers for you, 
But they are not all for you. 
Some of them are for the Virgin 
And for Saint Cecilia. 

PBINCE HENBT. 

As thou standest there, 
Thou seemest to me like the angel 
That brought the immortal roses 
To Saint CecÜia's bridal Chamber. 

ELSES. 

But these will fade. 

PRINCE HENBT. 

Themselyes will fade, 

But not their memory, 

And memory has the power 

To re-create them from the dust 

Theyremindme, too, 

Of martyred Dorothea, 

Who from celestial gardens sent 

Flowers as her witnesses 

To him who scoffed and doubted. 

ELSIE. 

Do you know the story 

Of Christ and the Sultan's daughter? 

That is the prettiest legend of them alL 

PKINCE HENRY. 

Then teil it to me. 

But first come hither. 

Lay the flowers down beside me, 

And put both thy hands in mine. 

Now teil me the story. 

ELSIE. 

Early in the moming 
The Sultan's daughter 
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Walked in her father's garden, 
Gathering the bright flowers, 
AUfoUofdew. 

PRIKCE HENKT. 

Just as thou hast been doing 
Thismoming, dearestElsie. 

ELsns. 
And as she gathered them, 
She wondered more and more 
Who was the Master of the Flowers, 
And made them grow 
Outofthecold, darkearth. 
"Inmyheart," shesaid, 
"Ilovehim; andforhim 
Would leaye my father's palace, 
To labor In his garden." 

PBINCB HENRY. 

Dear, innocentchild! 

How sweetly thou recallest 

The long-forgotten legend, 

That in my early childhood 

My mother told me ! 

Upon my brain 

It reappears once more, 

As a birth-mark on the forehead 

When ahand suddenly 

Is laid upon it, andremovedl 

BLSIK. 

And at midnlght, 

As she lay upon her bed, 

She heard a yoice 

Call to her from the garden. 

And, looking forth from her Window 

She saw a beautiful youth 

Standing among the flowers. 

It was the Lord Jesus ; 
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And she went down to him, 

And opened the door for him; 

And he said to her, " O maiden! 

Thou hast thought of me with love, 

And for thy sake 

Out of my Father's kingdom 

Have I come hither: 

I am the Master of the Flowers. 

My garden is m Paradise, 

And if thou wilt go with me, 

Thy bridal garland 

Shall be of bright red flowers." 

And then he took from his finger 

A golden ring, 

And asked the Sultan's daughter 

If she would be his bride. 

And when she answered him with love, 

His wounds began to bleed, 

And she said to him, 

" O Love I how red thy heart is. 

And thy hands are füll of roses." 

" For thy sake ," answered he, 

"For thy sake is my heart so red, 

For thee I bring these roses. 

I gathered them at the cross 

Whereon I died for thee ! 

Come, for my Father calls. 

Thou art my elected bride ! " 

And the Sultan's daughter 

Followed him to his Father's garden. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Wouldst thou have done so, Elsie? 

ELsns. 

Yes, verygladly. 
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PRINCE HENRY. 

Then the Celestial Bridegroom 

Will come for thee also. 

Upon thy forehead he will place, 

Not his crown of thoms, 

But a crown of roses. 

In thy bridal Chamber, 

Like Saint Cecilia, 

Thou shalt hear sweet music, 

And breathe the fragrance 

Of flowers unmortall 

Go now and place these flowers 

Before her picture. 



A ROOM IN THE FAKM-HOUSE. 
Twilight, Ursttla spinning. Gottlieb cutleep in Jus chair. 

URSULA. 

Darkbr and darkerl Hardly a glimmer 
Of light comes in at the window-pane ; 
Or is it my eyes are growing dimmer? 
1 cannot disentangle this skein, 
Nor wind it rightly upon the reel. 
Elsiel 

GOTTLIEB, starting, 
The stopping of thy wheel 
Has wakened me out of a pleasant dream. 
I thought I was sitting beside a stream. 
And heard the grinding of a miU, 
When suddenly the wheels stood still, 
And a Yoice cried "Elsie** in my ear{ 
It startled me , it seemed so near. 
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URSULA. 

Iwascallingher: Iwantalight 

I cannot see to spin my flax. 

Bring the lamp, Elaie. Dost thou hear? 

Inamoment! 

OOTTUBB. 

Where are Beitha and Max? 

URSULA. 

They are sitting with EUie at the door. 
She is telling them stories of the wood. 
And the Wolf, and Little Bed Ridinghood. 

GOTTLIEB. 

And where is the Prince? 

URSULA. 

In his room oyerhead; 
I heard him Walking across the floor, 
As he always does, with a heayy tread. 

Elsib comes in mth a lamp, Max and Bertha follow her; 
and they all sing the Evening Song on the lightmg of the lamps. 

EYENING SONG. 

O gladsome light 
Of the Father Immortal, 
And of the celestial 
Sacred and blessed 
Jesus, ourSayiourI 

Now to the sunset 
Again hast thou brought us ; 
And, seeing the eyening 
Twilight, weblessthee. 
Fraise thee, adorethee! 

Father omnipotent! 
Son, tbeLife-giyer! 
Spirit, the Comforterl 
Worthy at all times 
Of worship and wonderl 
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PBINCE HENRY, at the door 
Amenl 

X7RSULA. 

Who was it said Amen? 

ELsns. 
It was the Frince : he stood at the door, 
And listened a moment, as we chaunted 
The eyening song. He is gone agsdn. 
I haye often seen him there before. 

URSULA. 

Poor Frince 1 

OOTTLIEB. 

I thought the house was hatinted! 
Poor Frince, alas! and yet as mild 
And patient as the gentlest child I 

BfAX. 

I ]oYe him because he is so good, 
And makes me such fine bows and arrows, 
To shoot at the robins and the sparrows, 
And the red squirrels in the wood 1 

BEBTHA. 

lloyehim, too! 

GOTTLIEB. 

Ah, yesi weall 
Loye him, from the bottom of our hearts ; 
Hegayeusthefarm, the house, andthegrange, 
He gaye us the horses and the carts, 
And the great oxen in the stall, 
Theyineyard, and the forest ränge! 
We haye nothing to giye him but our loyel 

BBBTHA. 

Did he giye us the beautiful stork aboye 
Ontheohimney-top, withitslarge, round nest? 

GOTTLIEB. 

No, not the stork; by Godinheayen, 

As a blessing, the deer, white stork was giyen; 
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But the Frince has given us all the rest 
God bless him , and make him well again l 

ELSIE. 

Would I could do something for bis sake , 
Something to eure bis sorrow and pain I 

ÖOTTLIEB. 

That no one can; neither thou nor I, 
Nor any one eise. 

ELSIE. 

Andmusthedie? 

URSULA. 

Yes ; if the dear God does not take 
Pityuponhim, in bis distress, 
And work a miracle ! 

GOTTLIEB. 

Or unless 
Some maiden, of ber o"wn accord, 
Offers ber life for tbat of ber lord , 
And is willing to die in bis stead. 

ELSES. 

Iwill! 

URSULA. 

Pritbee, tboufooÜBbcbild, be still I 

Tbou sbouldst not say wbat tbou dost not mean! 

ELSES. 

Imeanittnily! 

MAX. 

Ofatber! tbismoming, 
Downbytbemill, intberavine, 
Hans killed a wolf , tbe very same 
Tbat in tbe nigbt to tbe sbeepfold came, 
And ate up my lamb , tbat was left outside. 

GOTTLIEB. 

I am glad be is dead. It will be a waming 
To tbe wolves in tbe forest, far and wide. 
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MAX. 

And I am going to have his hide 1 

HERTHA. 

I wonder if this is the wolf that ate 
Little Bed Bidinghood! 

URSULA. 

O, no! 
That wolf was killed a long while ago. 
Come, children, it is growing late. 

MAX. 

Ah, how I wish I were a man , 

As stout as Hans is , and as strong! 

I would do nothing eise , the whole day long-, 

But just kill wolves. 

ÖOTTLIBB. 

Then goto bed, 
And grow as fast as a little boy can. 
Bertha is half asleep already. 
See how she nods her heavy head , 
And her sleepy feet are so unsteady 
She will hardly be able to creep up stairs. 

URSULA. 

Good night, my children. Here'sthelight. 
And do not forget to say your prayers 
Before you sleep. 

GOTTLIEB. 

Good night I 

MAX and BERTHA. 

Good night! 
Jliey go out with Elsie. 

URSULA, spinning. 
She is a stränge and wayward child, 
That Elsie of ours. She looks so old. 
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And thoughts and fancies weird and wild 

Seem of late to have taken hold 

Of her heart, that was once so docile and mildl 

OOTTLIBB. 

She is like all girls. 

URSULA. 

Ahno, forsooth! 
Unlike all I haye ever seen. 
For she has visions and stränge dreams , 
And in all her words and ways , she seems 
Much older than she is in truth. 
Who would think her hut fourteen? 
And there has heen of late such a changel 
My heart is heavy with fear and doubt 
That she may not live tili the year is out. 
She is so stränge , — so stränge , — so stränge! 

OOTTLIBB. 

I am not troubled with any such fear; 
She will live and thrive for many a year. 



ELSIE'S CHAMBER. 

Night, Elsie prayint/, 

ELsnc. 
My Redeemer and my Lord , 
I beseech thee , I entreat thee , 
Guide me in each act and word, 
That hereafter I may meet thee , 
Watching, waiting, hoping, yeaming, 
With my lamp well trimmed and buming ! 

Interceding 

With these bleeding 

Wounds upon thy hands and aide , 
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For all who have lived and erred 
Thou hast suffered, thou hast died, 
Scourged, andmocked, andcrucified, 
And in the graye hast thou been buried 1 

If my feeble prayer can reach thee , 

O my Saviour , I beseech thee , 

Even as thou hast died for me , 

More sincerely 

Let me follow where thou leadest, 

Let me , bleeding as thou bleedest, 

Die, if dying 1 may give 

Life to one who asks to live , 

And more nearly, 

Dying thus, resembletheel 



THE CHAMBER OF GOTTLIEB AND URSULA. 

MidnighU "Ejlsjs Standing bytheirhedsidej weeping. 

OOTTLIEB. 

The wind isroaring; the rushing rain 

Is loud upon roof and window-pane, 

As if the Wild Huntsman of Rodenstein , 

Boding evil to me and mine, 

Were abroad to-night with his ghostly train I 

In the brief lulls of the tempest wild, 

The dogs howl in the yard; and harkl 

Some one is sobbing in the dark, 

Here in the Chamber! 

ELSIE. 

ItisL 

URSULA. 

Elsie' whatailsthee, mypoorchild? 

ELSIB. 

I am disturbed and much distressed, 
In thinking our dear Frince must die ; 
I cannot close mine eyes, nor rest. 
longfßllow. n. 3 
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OOTTLIEB. 

What wouldst thou ? In the Power Divine 
Hishealinglies, notinourown; 
It is in the band of God alone. 

RLsns. 
Nay, hehaspatitintomine, 
And into my haart I 

GOTTLIEB. 

Thy words are wild! 

UBSTJLA. 

What dost thou mean? mychildl mychildl 

ELSIE. 

That for our dear Frince Henry's sake 
I will myself the offering make , 
And giye my life to purchase his. 

XTRSTJLA. 

Am I still dreaming, orawake? 
Thou speakest carelessly of death, 
And yet thou knowest not what it is. 

ELSIE. 

T is the cessation of our breath. 

Silent and motionless we lie; 

And no one knoweth more than this. 

I saw our litüe Gertrude die ; 

She left off breathing, and no more 

I smoothed the pillow beneath her head. 

She was more beautifiil than before. 

Like violets faded were her eyes ; 

By this we knew that she was dead. 

Through the open window looked the skies 

Into the Chamber where she iay , 

And the wind was like the sound of wings , 

As if angels came to bear her away. 

Ah 1 when I saw and feit these things , 

I found it difficult to stay ; 
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I longed to die , as she had died , 
And go forth with her, aide by side. 
The Saints are dead, the Maityrs dead, 
And Mary, and our Lord; andl 
Would follow in humility 
The way by them illumined ! 

/ ^ )^ VßSVLA. f 

%childl my'^child! thou must nt>t die I 

} .. ! I VLSpt. 

Why shoüld I liye? Dölnotknow 

Thelifeof wöinapisfi^of w6e? i^^.U.-r id^d-^X. 

To^ngQi^andonandon, / 

With breakiiiK heart , and tea^rful eyes , 

Aiid Bil6ni li]^, andinthesoul 

The Beeret longings th«; ariise -, 

Which this world neyer satisfies ! 

Somemore, someless, but of the whole 

Notonequitehappy, no, notonel 

URSULA. 
It ifl the malediction of Eye ! 

ELsns. 
In place ofit, let me receiye 
The benedictionof Mary, then. 

GOTTLIEB. 

Ah, woe is me ! Ah, woe is me ! 
MoBt wretched am I among men ! 

UBSULA. 

Alaa! that I should liye to see 
Thydeath, beloved, and to stand 
Aboyethygraye! Ah, woethedayl 

ELSDE. 

Thoa wüt not see it I shall lie 
Beneath the flowers of another land , 
ForatSalemo, faraway 
Over the mountains , oyer the sea , 

3» 
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It is appointed me to die 1 
And it will seem no more to thee 
Than if at the village on market-day 
I should a little longer 8tay 
Than I am used. 

URSULA. 

£yen as thou sayest! 
And how my heart beats , when thou stayest I 
I cannot rest until my sight 
Is satisfied with seeing tibee. 
What, then, if thou wert dead? 

GOTTLIEB. 

Ahme! 
Of our old eyes thou art the lightl 
The joy of our old hearts art thoul 
And wilt thou die? 

URSULA. 

Notnowl notnow! 

RLSIE. 

Christ died forme, andshallnotl 
Be willing for my Prince to die? 
You both are silent; you cannot speak. 
Thissaidl, atourSaviour'sfeast, 
After confession, to the priest, 
And even he made no reply. 
Does he not warn us all to seek 
Thehappier, better landon high, 
Where flowers immortal never wither; 
And could he forbid me to go thither? 

OOTTLIEB. 

In God*s own time, my heart's delight ! 
When he shall call thee , not before ! 

ELSIB. 

I heard him call. When Christ ascended 
Triumphantly, fromstartostar, 
He left the gates of heayen ajar. 
X had a vision in the night, 
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And saw him standing at the door 

Of Ms Father^B mansion, vast and splendid, 

And beckoning to me from afer. 

Icannotstayl 

GOTTLIKB. 

She speaks almost 
As if it were the Holy Ghost 
Spake through her Ups , and in her stead ! 
What if thiB were of God? 

URSUIiA. 

Ah, then 
Gainsay it dare we not 

GOTTUEB. 

Amen! 
Elsiel the words that thou hast said 
Are Strange and new for us to hear , 
And fill our hearts with doubt and fear. 
Whether it be a dark temptation 
OftheETilOne, orGod's Inspiration, 
We in our blindness cannot say. 
We must think upon it , and pray ; 
For evü and good it both resembles. 
If it be of God, his will be done l 
May he guard us from the Evil One l 
How hot thy band is I how it trembles ! 
Gotothybed, and tiy to sleep. 

URSULA. 

'Kissme. Good night; anddonotweep 
Elses goes out. 
Ah, what an awfiil thing is this ! 
I alinost shuddered at her kiss, 
Ab if a ghost had touched my cheek , 
I am so childish and so weaki 
Ab soon as I see the earliest gray 
Of moming glimmer in the east, 
I will go over to the priest, 
And hear what the good man has to say l 
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A VILLAGE CHURCH. 

A woman kneeling at ihe confessionaL 

THE PARISH PRIEST, fromwilMn, 
Go, sinnomorel Thypenanceo'er, 
A new and better life begin ! 
God raaketh thee for ever free 
From the dominion of thy sinl 
Go , sin no more 1 He will restore 
The peace that filled thy heart before , 
And pardon thine iniquity 1 

The woman goes out, The Priest comes forth, and wcUks slowl$ 
up and down the church. 

blessed LordI how much I need 
Thy light to guide me on my way 1 
Somanyhands, that, withoutheed, 

Still touch thy wounds , and make them bleedl 
Somanyfeet, that, daybyday. 
Still wander from thy fold astray 1 
Unless thou fill me with thy light, 

1 cannot lead thy flock aright; 
Nor, without thy Support, canbear 
The bürden of so great a care, 

But am myself a castaway! 

A pause» 
The day is drawing to its close; 
And what good deeds , since first it rose , 
Havel presented, Lord, tothee, 
As offerings of my ministry? 
What wrong repressed , what right maintained , 
What struggle passed, what victory gained, 
What good attempted and attained? 
Feeble, atbest, is my endeavorl 
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Isee, butcannotreach, theheight 
That lies for ever in the light, 
And yet for ever and for ever, 
When seeming just within my grasp, 
I feel my feeble hands unclasp, 
And sink discouraged into night! 
For thine own purpose , thou hast sent 
The strife and the discouragementi 

A pause. 
Why stayest thou , Prince of Hoheneck ? 
Why keep me pacing to and fro 
Amid these aisles of sacred gloom, 
Counting my footsteps as I go , 
And marking with each step a tomb? 
Why should the world for thee make room, 
And wait thy leisure and thy beck? 
Thou comest in the hope to hear 
Some Word of comfort and of cheer. 
What can I say? I cannot give 
The counsel to do this and live ; 
Butrather, firmlytodeny 
The tempter, though bis power is strong. 
And, inaccessibletowrong. 
Still like a martyr live and die ! 

A pause, 
The evening air grows dusk and brown; 
I must go forth into the town, 
To Visit beds of pain and death, 
Of restless limbs , and quivering breath , 
And sorrowing hearts, and patient eyes 
That see, through tears, the sun go down, 
But never more shall see it rise. 
The poor in body and estate, 
The sick and the disconsolate, 
Must not on man's convenience weit. 

Goes ouL 
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Enter Lucifer, as a Priest. 

Lttcifbr, mthagenuflexion, mocking. 
This is the Black Pater-noster. 
God was my foster, 
He foBtered me 

Under the book of the Pahn-treel 
St. Michael was my dame. 
He was born at Bethlehem, 
He was made of flesh and blood. 
Ood send me my right food, 
My right food , and shelter too , 
That I may to yon kirk go , 
To read upon yon sweet book 
Which the mighty God of heaven shook. 
Open, open, heU'sgatesl 
Shut, shut, heaven'sgates! 
All the devils in the air 
The stronger be, that hear the Black Prayer ! 
LooTang round the churck, 
What a darksome and dismal place I 
I wonder that any man has the face 
To call such a hole the House of the Lord , 
And the Gate of Heaven , — yet such is the word. 
Ceiling, andwalls, and Windows old, 
Covered with cobwebs , blackened with mould ; 
Dust on the pulpit , dust on the stairs , 
Duston the benches, andstalls, andchairsl 
The pulpit, from which such ponderous sermons 
Have fallen down on the brains of the Germans, 
With about as much real edification 
As if a great Bibld , bound in lead , 
Had faUen , and Struck them on the head ; 
And I ought to remember that Sensation I 
Here Stands the holy-water stoupl 
Holy-water it may be to many , 
But to me , the yeriest Liquor GehennsB ! 
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It smells like a filthy fast-day soupl 
Near it Stands the box for the poorj 
With its iron padlock, safe and sure. 
I and the priest of the parish know 
Whither idl these charitieB go ; 
Therefore, to keep up the institation , 
I will add my little contribution I 

Heputs in money. 
Undemeath this mouldering tomb , 
With Statue of stone , and scutcheon of brass, 
Slumbers a great lord of the village. 
All his life was not and pillage , 
But at length, to escape the threadened doom 
Of the everlasting, penalfire, 
He died in the dress of a mendicant finar , 
And bartered his wealth for a daUy mass. 
Bat all that afterwards came to pass, 
And whether he finds it doli or pleasant, 
Is kept a secret for the present, 
At his own particular desire. 

Andhere, inacomerofthewall, 

Shadowy, silent, apart from all, 

With its awful portal open wide, 

And its latticed Windows on either side , 

And its Step well wom by the bended knees 

Of one or two pious cenUirieSf 

Stands the yiUage confessioneJ! 

Wlthinit, asanhonoredguest, 

I will sit me down awhile and resti 

Seats Umselfin Ute confessional. 

Here sits the priest; and faint and low, 
Like the sighing of an erening breeze, 
Comes through these painted lattices 
The ceaseless sound of human woe; 
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Here , while her bosom aches and throbs 
With deep and agonizing sobs, 
That half are passion , half contrition , 
The luckless daughter of perdition 
Slowly confesses her secret shame ! 
Thetune, the place, the loyer^s name 1 
Here the grim murderer, with a groan, 
From his bruised conscience roUs the 8tone, 
Thinking that thus he can atone 
For ravages of sword and flame 1 
Indeed, I marvel, and marvel greatly, 
How a priest can sit here so sedately , 
Reading, the wholeyearoutandin, 
Naught but the catalogue of sin, 
And still keep any faith whatever 
In human yirtuel Neyer! never! 

I cannot repeat a thousandth part 

Of the horrors and crimes and sins and woes 

Thatarise, when with palpitating throes 

The grave-yard in the human heart 

Gives up its dead , at the voice of the priest 

As if he were an archangel , at least. 

It makes a peculiar atmosphere, 

This odor of earthly passions and crimes, 

Suchasiliketobreathe, attimes, 

And such as often brings me here 

In the hottest and most pestilential season. 

To-day , I come for another reason; 

To foster and ripen an eyil thought 

In a heart that is aimost to madness wrought, 

And to make a murderer out of a prince , 

A sleight of band I leamed long since! 

He comes. In the twüight he will not see 

The difference between his priest and me ! 

In the same net was the mother caughtl 
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FRIKCB HENRY, entering and kneeUng at the confessional. 

Remorseful, penitent, andlowly, 
Icometocraye, OFatherholy, 
Thy benedictlon on my head. 

LUCIFER. 

The benedictlon shall be said 

After confession , not before ! 

T is a God-speed to the paiting guest, 

Who Stands ahready at the door, 

Sandalled with holiness , and dressed 

In gannents pure from earthly stain. 

Meanwhile, hast thou searched well thy breast? 

Does the same madness fill thy brain? 

Or have thy passion and unrest 

Yanished for ever from thy mind? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

By the same madness still made blind, 
By the same passion still possessed, 
I come again to the house of prayer, 
A man afflicted and distressedl 
As in a cloudy atmosphere , 
Through unseen sluices of the air, 
A sudden and impetuous wind 
Strikes the great forest white with fear. 
And every branch, and bough, and spray 
Points all its quivering leaves one way , 
And meadows of grass , and fields of grain , 
And the clouds aboTe , and the slanting rain 
And smoke from chimneys of the town, 
Yield themselves to it , and bow down , 
So does this dreadful purpose press 
Onward, with irresistible stress, 
And all my thoughts and faculties , 
Strack level by läe strength of this, 
From their trae inclination tum. 
And all stream forward to Salem ! 
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LUCIFER. 

Alasl we are but eddies of dust, 
Uplifted by the blast, andwhirled 
Along the highway of the world 
Amomentonly, thentofall 
Back to a common level all, 
At the subsiding of the gustl 

PRINCE HENRY. 

OholyFather! pardoninme 

The oscillation of a mind 

Unateadfast, and that cannot find 

Its centre of rest and harmony I 

For eyermore before mine eyes 

This ghastly phantom flits and flies, 

And as a machnan through a crowd, 

With frantic gestures and wild cries , 

Ithurriesonward, andaloud 

Kepeats its awful prophecies ! 

Weakness is wretchedness I To be strong 

Is to be happy ! I am weak , 

And cannot find the good I seek, 

Because I feel and fear the wrong! 

LUCIFER. 

Bc not alarmed ! The Church is kind , 

And in her mercy and her meekness 

She meets half-way her children*s weakness, 

Writes their transgressions in the dust ! 

Though in the Becalogue we find 

The mandate written, "Thou shalt not killl" 

Yet there are cases when we must. 

In war, forinstance, orfromscathe 

To guard and keep the one true Faith 1 

We must look at tiie Decalogue in the light 

Of an ancient Statute, that was meant 

For a mild and general application , 

To be understood with the reservation, 
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That, incertaininstances, theKight 
Mu8t yield to the Expedient I 
Thou art a Frince. If thou shouldst die , 
What hearts and hopes would prostrate He 1 
What noble deeds , what fair renown , 
Into the grave with thee go downl 
What acts of valor and courtesy 
Remainundone, and die with thee I 
Thou art the last of all thy race 1 
With thee a noble name expires, 
And vanishes from the earth*s £stce 
The glorious memory of thy sires 1 
She is a peasant In her veins 
flows common and plebeian blood; 
It is such as daily and hourly stains 
The dust and the turf of batüe plains , 
Byyassalsshed, inacrimsonflood, 
Without reserve , and without reward , 
At the slightest summons of their lordl 
But thine is precious; the fore-appointed 
Blood ofkings, of Qod'sanointedl 
Moreover, what has the World in störe 
For one like her, but tears and toll? 
Daughter of sorrow , serf of the soil , 
A peasanfs child and a peasanfs wife, 
And her soul within her sick and sore 
With the roughness and barrenness of life ! 
I marvel not at the heart*8 reooil 
From a fate like this, in one so tender, 
Nor at its eagemess to surrender 
Allthewretdiedness, want, andwoe 
That await it in thie world below , 
For the unutterable splendor 
Of the World of rest beyond the skies. 
So the Church sanctions the sacrifioe: 
Therefore inhale this healing bahn, 
And breathe this fresh life into thioe| 
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Accept the comfort and the calm 
She offers, asagiftdivine; 
Lei her fall down and anoint thy feet 
With the ointment costly and most sweet 
Of her young blood, and thou shalt live. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

And will the righteous Heaven forgive? 

No action, whether foul or fair, 

Is ever done, but it leaves somewhere 

A record , written by fingers gbostly , 

As a blessing or a curse , and mostly 

In the greater weakness or greater strength 

Of the acts which foUow it, tili at length 

The wrongs of ages are recbressed. 

And the justice of God made manifest! 

liUClFKR. 

In ancient records it is stated 

That , whenever an evil deed is done , 

Another devil is created 

To scoiirge and torment the offending one ! 

But evil is only good perverted, 

AndLucifer, the Bearerof Light, 

But an angel fallen and deseited, 

Thrust from his Father's house with a curse 

Into the black and endless night. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

If justice rules the universe, 
From the good actions of good men 
Angels of light should be begotten , 
And thus the balance restored again. 

LUCIFBR. 

Yes ; if the world were not so rotten , 
And so given over to the Devil! 
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FSINCE HBKRT. 

But this deed, is it good or eyil? 

Have I thine absolution free 

To do it, and without restriction? 

LUCIFER. 

Ay; and from whatsoeyer sin 

Lieth around it and within, 

From all crimes in which it may involye thee, 

I now release thee and absolve thee ! 

PBnrCE HENRT. 

Give me thy holy benediction. 

LUCIFER , stretcMng forth Ms hand and muttering. 
Maledictione perpetoa 
Maledicat vos 
Pateretemus! 

THE ANQEL, tDÜh the ceoäan Jiarp, 
Takeheedl takeheed! 
Noble art thou in thy birth, 
By the good and the great of earth 
Hart thou been taughtl 
Be noble in every thought 
Andineverydeedl 
Let not the illusion of thy senses 
Betray thee to deadly offences. 
Bestrong! begoodl bepure! 
The right only shall endure , 
All things eise are but false pretences 
lentreatthee, limplore, 
Listen no more 

To the suggestions of an evil spirit, 
That even now is there, 
Making the foul seem foir , 
And selfishness itself a yirtue and a merit ! 
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A ROOM IN THE FARM-HOUSE. 

GOTTLIBBv 

It is decided 1 För many days , 

And nights as many, wehavehad 

A nameless terror in our breast, 

Makingustimid, andafraid 

Of God , and hU mysterious ways ! 

We haye been soirowfiil and sad; 

Muchhavewesuffered, much have prayed 

That he would lead us as is best, 

And show us vrhat bis will required. 

Itis decided; andwegive 

Ourchild, OPrince, that youmay live! 

URSULA. 

It is of God. He has inspired 

This puipose in her; and tbrough pain, 

Out of a World of sin and woe , 

He takes her to himself again. 

The mother*s heart resists no longer; 

With the Angel of the Lord in yain 

It wrestled , for he was the stronger. 

. GOTTLIEB. 

As Abraham offered long ago 
His son unto the Lord, and even 
The Everlasting Father in heaven 
Gave his, as a lamb unto the slaughter, 
So do I offer up my daughter ! 

URSULA Todes her face. 

ELSDE. 

Mylifeislittle, 
Only a cup of water, 
But pure and limpid. 
Takelt, OmyPrince! 
Letitrefreshyou, 
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Let it restore you. 
It is giren williiigly, 
It is giren freely ; 
May God bless the gift! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Andthegiyer! 

OOTTLIBB. 

Amenl 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I accept itl 

QOTTUEB. 

Where are the children? 

URSULA. 

They are already asleep. 

OOTTLIBB. 

What if they weie dead ? 



IN THE GAKDEN. 

ELSIE. 

I HAVE one thing to ask of you. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Whatisit? 
It is already granted. 

ELSIE. 

Promiseme, 
When we are gone from here , and on our ¥ray 
Are joumeying to Salemo , you will not, 
By Word or deed, endeavor to dissuade me 
And tum me from my purpose ; but remember 
That aa a pilgrim to the Holy City 
Walks unmolested, and wiäi thoughts of pardon 
Occupied wholly, so would I approach 
The gates of Heaven, inthis great jubilee, 
With my petition, putting off from me 

longfellov* U> ^ r^ i 
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All thoughts of earth , as shoes from off my feet 
Promise me this. 

PRINCE HENBT. 

Thy words fall from tby Ups 
Like roses from the Lips of Angelo : and angels 
Might fitoop to pick them up I 

ELSIE. 

Will you not promise ? 

FBINCE HENRY. 

If ever we depait upon this joumey , 
So long to one or both of us , I promise. 

BLSIB. 

Shallwenotgo, then? Have you lifted me 
Into the air, only to hurl me back 
Wounded upon äie ground? and offered me 
The waters ofetemallif 6, tobidme 
Drink the polluted puddles of this world? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

O Elsie 1 what a lesson thou dost teach me I 

The life which is , and that which is to come , 

Suspended hang in such nice equipoise 

A breath disturbs the balance ; and that scale 

In which we throw our hearts preponderates , 

Andtheother, likeanemptyone, flies up, 

And is accounted vanlty and airl 

To me the thought of death is terrible , 

Haying such hold on life. To thee it is not 

So much even as the lifting of a latch ; 

Only a step into the open air 

Out of a tent already luminous 

With light that shines through its transparent walle I 

O pure in hearti from thy sweet dust shall grow 

Lilies, upon whose petals will be written 

** Ave Maria" in characters of gold! 
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HL 

A STREET IN STRASBURG. 
NigU. Fbincb Henry wandering alone, wrapped m a cloak. 

FBINCB HENKT. 

SuLL is the night The sound of feet 
Has died away from the empty street, 
And like an artisan , bendmg down 
His head on his anvil , the dark town 
Sleeps, with a slumber deep and sweet. 
Sleepless and restless, lalone, 
In the dusk and damp of these walls of stone, 
Wander and weep in my remorse 1 

GRDER OF THE DEAD, rmging a bell. 
Wakel wake! 
Aliyethatsleepl 
PrayfortheDead! 
Pray for the Dead ! 

PBINCB HBNRT. 

Hark ! with what accents loud and hoarse 

This warder on the walls of death 

Sends forth the challenge of his breath 1 

I See the dead that sleep in the grave I 

They rise up and their gannents wave, 

Dimly and spectral, as they rise, 

With the light of another world in their eyes I 

CBISR OF THB DEAD. 

Wakel wake! 
Aliyethatsleepl 
Pray for the DeadI 
Pray for the DeadI 
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« PRINCE HENRY. 

Whyforthedead, who are at rest? 
Prayfortheliving, in whose breast 
The stniggle between right and wrong 
Is raging teirible and strong , 
As when good angels war with deTÜsI 
This is the Master of the Revels , 
Who, atLife*sflowingfeast, proposes 
The heälth of absent Mends , and pledges , 
Not in bright goblets crowned with roses , 
And tinkling as we touch their edges , 
Butwithhisdismal, tinkling bell, 
That mooks and mimics their funeral knelll 

CRDSR OF THB DXAD. 

Wakel wakel 
All ye that sleepl 
PrayfortheDeadl 
PrayfortheDeadI 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Wake not, belovedl bethysleep 
Silentas night is, andasdeepl 
There walks a sentinel at thy gate 
Whose heart is heayy and desolate , 
And the heayings of whose bosom number 
The respirations of thy slumber, 
As ifsome Strange, mysterious fate 
Hadlinkedtwoheartsinone, andmine 
Went madly wheeling about thine , 
Only with wider and wilder sweep ! 

CREBR OF THB DEAD, atadtstonce 
Wakel wakel 
All ye that sleep! 
PrayfortheDead! 
PrayfortheDeadI 
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PRmCE HEN&T. 

Lo I with what depth of blackness thrown * 

Against the douds , f ar up the akies 

The walis of the cathedral rise, 

Like a mystenous grove of stone, 

With fitfül lights and shadows blending, 

Asfrombehind, themoon, ascending, 

Lights its dim aisles and paths unknown ! 

The wind is rising; but the boughs 

Rise not and fall not with the wind 

That through their foliage sobs and soughs; 

Only the cloudy rack behind , 

Driftingonward, wild and ragged, 

Qives to each spire and buttress jagged 

A seeming motion undefined. 

Below on the aquare, an anned knight, 

Stül as a Statue and as white , 

Sits on bis steed , and the moonbeams quiver 

lipon the points of bis armor bright 

As on the ripples of a river. 

He lifts the visor from bis cheek, 

And beckons, and makes as he would speak. 

WALTBB the Minnesinger. 
Friend I can you teil me where alight 
Thuiingia's horsemen for the night? 
For I have lingered in the rear , 
And wander yainly up and down. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

I am a stranger in the town , 
Asthouart; but the voice I hear 
Is not a stranger to mine ear. 
Thou art Walter of the Vogelweidl 

WALTER. 

Thou hast guessed rightly ; and thy name 
Is Henry of Hoheneck ! 
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PBINCE HENRY. 

Ay, thesame. 
WALTER, emhracingUm. 
Come doser, closer to my side 1 
What brings thee hither? What potent chann 
Has drawn thee from thy German farm 
Into the old Alsatian cily ? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

A tale of wonder and of pity ! 

Awretchedman, almost by stealth 

Bragging my body to Salem, 

In the vain hope and search for health, 

And destined neyer to retum. 

Already thou hast heard the rest. 

£ut what brings thee , thus anned and dight 

In the equipments of a knight? 

WALTER. 

Dost thou not see upon my breast 
The cross of the Grusaders shine? 
My pathway leads to Falestine. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Ah , would that way were also mine I 

noble poet! thou whose heart 
Is like a nest of singing-birds 
Rocked on the topmost bough of life, 
Wiltthou, too, from our sky depart, 
And in the ciangor of the strLfe 
Mingle the music of thy vords? 

WALTER. 

My hopes are high , my heart is proud, 
And like a trumpet long and loud, 
Thither my thoughts all clang and ring! 
My life is in my band, andlo! 

1 grasp and bend it as a bow, 

And shoot forth from its trembling string 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE eOLDSN LEeEND. 55 



Anarrow, thatshallbe, perchance, 
Like the arrow of the Israelite king 
Shot from the window toward the east, 
That of the Lord's deliverance ! 

i PBINCB HEKRT. 

Mylife, alasl is what thou seestl 
Oenviablefatel tobe 
Strong, beautiful, and armed like thee 
With ]^ and sword, with song and steel; 
Ahandtosmite, a heart to feel 1 
Thyheart, thyhand, thylyre, thysword, 
Thou giyest all unto thy Lord ; 
Whilel, Bomeanandabjectgrown, 
Am thinking of myself alone. 

WALTER. 

Bepatient: Time will remstate 
Thy health and fortunes. 

PRINCB HENRY. 

'Tistoolatel 
I cannot strive against my fate ! 

WALTER. 

Come with me ; for my steed is weary ; 
Our jonmey has been long and dreary, 
And, dreamingofhis stall, hedints 
With his impatient hoofs the flints. 

PRINCE HEMRT, (XSide. 

1 am ashamed , in my disgrace, 
To look into that noble face 1 
To-morrow, Walter, letitbe. 

WALTER. 

To-morrow, atthe dawn of day, 
I shall again be on my way. 
Come with me to the hostelry, 
For I have many things to say. 
Our joumey into Italy 
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Perchance together we may make; 
Wilt thou not do it for my sake? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

A flick man's pace would but impede 
Thine eager and impatient speed. 
Besides , my pathway leads me round 
To Hirschau, in the forest's bound, 
Where I assemble man and steed, 
And all things for my joumey's need. 
They go otU, 

LUCIFER, flytng over (he dty, 
Sleep, sleep, Ocity! tili the light 
Wakes you to sin and crime again, 
Whilst on your dream», like dismal rain, 
I scatter downward through the night 
My maledictionfl dark and deep. 
I have more martyrs in your walls 
Than God has ; and they cannot sleep ; 
They are my bondsmen and my thralls ; 
Their wretched lives are füll of pain, 
Wild agonies of nerve and brain; 
And every heart-beat, every breath, 
Is a conyulsion worse than death! 
Sleep, sleep, Ocity I thoughwithin 
The circuit of yoiir walls there lies 
No habitation free from sin. 
And all its nameless miseries; 
The aching heart, the aching head, 
Grief for the liying and the dead, 
And foul comiption of the time, 
Disease, distress, andwant, andvoe. 
And crimes , and passions that may grow 
Until they ripen into crime I 
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SQUARE IN FRONT OF THE CATHEDRAL. 

Easter Sunday, Friab Cuthbert preacfdng to (he crotod 
from a pulpü in ihe open cor. Princb Hbnrt and Elsie 
Crossing ihe Square, 

PRINCE HENKT. 

Tmsistheday, when from the dead 
Our Lord arose ; and everywhere , 
Out of their darkness and despair , 
Triumphant over fears and foes, 
The hearts of bis disciples rose, 
When to the women, Standing near, 
The Angel in shining vesture said, 
"The Lord is risen; he is not here 1 " 
And, mindful that the day is come, 
On all the hearths in Chiistendom 
The fires are quenched, to be again 
Rekindled from the sun, that high 
Is dancing in the cloudless sky. 
The churches are all decked with fiowers, 
The salutations among men 
Are bat the Angel's words diyine, 
" Christ isarisenl*' andthebells 
Catch the glad murmur, asitswells, 
And chaunt together in their towers. 
All hearts are glad; and free from care 
The faces of the people shine. 
See what a crowd is in the Square, 
Gaily and gallantly arrayedl 

ELSIE. 

Let US go back; I am afraid! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Nay, let us mount the church-steps here, 

Under the doorway's sacred shadow; 

We can see all things, and be freer 

From the crowd that madly heav^s and presses I 

DigitizedbyCjOOglC - 



58 THE 60IJ)£M usuBtmm. 

ELSIE. 

What a gay pageant 1 what bright dresses ! 
It looks like a flower-besprinkled meadow. 
What ifl that yonder on the Square? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

A pulpit in the open air, 

And a Friar , who is preaching to the crowd 

In a Yoice so deep and clear and loud, 

That, ifwe listen, andgiveheed, 

His lowest words will reach the ear. 

FRiAB GUTHBEBT, gestzculoting and Cracking apostilion's wMp. 

What hol goodpeople! do you not hear? 

Dashing along at the top of his speed, 

Booted and spurred, on his jaded steed, 

A Courier comes with words of cheer. 

Courier 1 what is the news, Ipray? 

" Christ is arisen I " Whence come you ? ** From court." 

Then I do not believe it ; you say it in sport 

Cracks Us whip again. 
Ah, here comes another, ridingthisway; 
We soon shail know what he has to say. 
Courier! what are the tidings to-day? 
" Christ is arisen I " Whence come you ? " From town.** 
Then Ido not believe it; away with you, clqwn. 

Cracks his whip more violentiy, 
And here comes a third, who is spurring amain ; 
What news do you bring, with your loose-hanging rein, 
Your spurs wet with blood , and your bridle with foam? 
" Christ is arisen I " Whence come you ? " From Rome." 
Ah, nowl believe. Heisrisen, indeed. 
Eide on with the news, at the top of your speed ^ 
Chreat applause among the crowd. 
To come back to my text 1 When the news was first spread 
That Christ was arisen indeed from the dead, 
Yery great was the joy of the angels in heaven; 
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And as great the dispute as to who should carry 

The tidings thereof to the Virgin Mary, 

Pierced to the heart with sorrows seven. 

Old Father Adam was first to propose, 

As being the author of all our woes ; 

Buthe wasrefiised, forfear, saidthey, 

He would stop to eat apples on the wayl 

Abel came next, but petitioned in yain, 

Because he might meet with bis brother Cun I 

Noah, too, wasrefused, lest bis weakness for wine 

Should delay bim at every tavem-sign; 

And John the Baptist could not get a vote, 

On account of bis old-fasbioned, camers-bab: coat; 

And the Penitent Thief , who died on the cross, 

Was reminded that all bis bones were broken I 

Till at last, when eacb in tum had spoken, 

The Company being still at a loss, 

The Angel, who rolled away the stone. 

Was sent to the sepulchre , all alone. 

And filled with glory that gloomy prison. 

And Said to the Virgin, "The Lord is arisen!'* 

The Cathedral bells ring. 
But hark ! the bells are beginning to chime ; 
And I feel that I am growing hoarse. 
I will put an end to my discourse, 
And leave the rest for some other time. 
For the bells tbemselves are the best of preacbers; 
Their brazen lips are leamed teacbers, 
From their pulpits of stone , in the upper air, 
Sounding aloft, without crack or flaw, 
Shriller than trumpets under the Law, 
New a sermon and now a prayer. 
The clangorous hammer is the tongue, 
Tbisway, thatway, beaten andswung, 
That from mouth of brass, as from Mouth of Gold, 
Hay be taught the Testaments , New and Old. 
And above it the great cross-beam of wood 
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Representeth the Holy Rood, 
Upon which, like the bell, our hopes are hung. 
And the wheel wherewith it is swayed and rung 
Is the mind of man , that round and round 
Sways , and maketh the tongue to sound ! 
And the rope, with its twisted cordage three, 
Denoteth the Scriptural Trinity 
OfMorals, and Symbols, andHistory; 
And the upward and downward motions show 
That we touch upon matters high and low; 
And the constant change and transmutation 
Of action and of contemplation, 
Downward, the Scripture brought from on high, 
Upward, ezaltedagaintothesky; 
Downward, theliteral Interpretation, 
Upward, the Vision and Mysteryl 

Andnow, myhearers, tomakeanend, 

I have only one word more to say ; 

In the church, in honor of Easter day. 

Will be represented a Miracle Play; 

And I hope you will all have the grace to attend. 

Christ bring us at last to his felicity ! 

PaxYobiscuml etBenedicite! 



IN THE CATHEDRAL. 

GHAUNT. 

Kyrie Eleison! 
Christo Eleison I 

ELSIE. 

I am at home here in my Father^s house ! 
These paintings of the Saints upon the walls 
Have all famiHar and benignant faces. 
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PRINCE HENRY. 

The portraits of the family of Godl 

Thine own hereafter shall be placed among them. 

ELSIE. 

How very grand it is and wonderfull 
Never have I beheld a church so splendid! 
Suchcolumns, and such arches, and such wmdows, 
So many tombs and statues in the chapels, 
And under them so many confessionals. 
They must be for the rieh. I should not like 
To teil my sins in such a church as this. 
Whobuiltit? 

PRINGE HENRY. 

A great master of his craft, 
Ervän von Steinbach ; but not he alone , 
For many generations labored with him. 
Children that came to see these Saints in stone , 
As day by day out of the blocks they rose , 
Grew old and died, and still the work went on, 
Andon, andon, and is not yet completed. 
The generation that succeeds our own 
Ferhaps may finish it. The architect 
Built his great heart into these sculptured stones, 
And with him toiled his children , and their lives 
Werebuilded, with his own, into the walls, 
As offerings unto God. You see that statue 
Fixing its joyous , but deep - wrinkied eyes 
Upon the Fillar of the Angels yonder. 
That is the Image of the master, carred 
By the fair band of his own child , Sabina. 

ELSIE. 

How beautifiil is the column that he looks atl 

PRINGE HENRY. 

That, too, she dculptured. Atthebaseofit 
Stand the Evangefists ; above their heads 
Four Angela blowing upon marble trumpets , 
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And over them the blessed Christ, suirounded 
By bis attendant ministen , upholding 
The instrumenta of his passion. 



O my Lord 
Would I oould leave behind me upon earth 
Some monmnent to thy glory, such as this! 

FRINCE HENRY. 

A greater monument than this thou leavest 
Inthineownlife, allpurity andlove! 
See, too, the Rose, above the western portal 
Flamboyant with a thousand gorgeous colors, 
The perfect flower of Gothic loveliness 1 

ELSIE. 

And, in the gallery, the long lineofstatues, 
Christ with his twelve Apostles watching us. 
A Bishop m armor^ booted and spurred y passes loith his train. 

FRINCE HENRY. 

But come away ; we have not time to look. 
The crowd abready fills the church, and yonder 
Upon a stage, a herald with a tnimpet, 
Glad like the Angel Gabriel, proclaims 
The Mystery that will now be represented. 
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THE NATIVITY: 

▲ MIBACLE-PULY. 



iNTRorrus 

PBiEGO. 

CoME , good people , all and each , 
Come and listen to our speech 1 
In your presence her I stand, 
With a trumpet in my band, 
To announce the Easter Play, 
Which we represent to - day ! 
First of all we shall rehearse , 
In our action and our verse, 
The Nativity of cur Lord, 
As written in the old record 
Of the Protevangelion , 
So that he who reads may run ! 

Blows Jus trumpet. 



I. HEAVEN. 

MEBCT, at the feet of God, 
Havepity, LordI benotafiraid 
To save mankind, whom thou hast made, 
Nor let the souls that were betrayed 
Perish etemaily! 

JUSTICE. 

Itcannotbe, itmnstnotbel 
When in the garden placed by thee, 
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The fipuit of the forbidden tree 
Heate, and he must die ! 

MERCY. 

Havepity, Lordl letpenitence 
Atone for disobedience, 
Nor let the fruit of man's offence 
Be endless misery! 

JUSTICE. 

What penitence proportionate 
Can e'er be feit for sin so great? 
Of the forbidden fruit he ate, 
And damned must he be I 

GOD. 

He shall he saved, if that within 
The boimds of earth one free from sin 
Be found, who for his kith and kin 
Will suffer martyrdom. 

THE FOUR VIRTI7ES. 

Lord! we have searched the world around, 
From centre to the utmost bound , 
But no such mortai can be found ; 
Despairing, backwecome. 

WISDOM. 

No mortai, but a God made man, 
Can ever carry out this plan, 
Achieving what none other can , 
Salvation unto all! 

GOD. 

Go , then , my beloved Son ! 
It can by thee alone be done ; 
By thee the victory shall be won 

O'er Satan and the Fall! 
Here the Angel Gabriel shall leave Paradiae and fly towards 

the earUh; ihejaws of Hell open below, and the DeviU walk 

ahoutj making a great noi^e, 
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n. MARY AT THE WELL. 

HABT. 

Alongthegardenwalk, andthence 
Through the wicket in the garden fence, 

I steal with quiet pace, 
My pitcher at tfie well to fill, 
That lies so deep and cool and still 

Li this sequestered place. 
These sycamores keop guard around; 
I See no face , I heeur no sound , 

Saye bnbblings of the spring, 
Andmycompanions, whowithin 
The threads of gold and scarlet spin, 

And at their labor sing. 

THE ANGEL GABBIEL. 

Hau, Virgin Mary, follofgracel 

HereMABYlookeih around her, trembUng, andthensmth: 

BIARY. 

Who is it speaketh in this place, 
With such a genüe voice? 

GABRIEL. 

The Lord of heaven is with thee novl 
Blessed among all women thou, 
Who art his holy choicel 

BIART, setting down the pitcher. 
What oan this mean ? No one is near , 
And yet, such sacred words 1 hear, 
I almost f e ar to stay . 

HereiheAsQEi4, appearingtoher, shallsay: 

GABRIEL. 

Fear not, OMaiyl butbelieve! 
Forthou, aVbrgin, shalt conceixre 

A chUd this -very day. 

LongfelUtw. U* 5 
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Fear not, O Mary I from the sky 
The majesty of the Most High 
Shall overshadow thee ! 

IfART. 

Behold the handxnaid of the Lord! 
According to thy holy word, 
Sobeituntome! 
Here the Devüa shall agcan make a great noisey under the stage* 



m. THE ANGELS OF THE SEVEN PLANETS, 
bearing the Star of Bethlehem. 

TfiE AKOELS. 

The Angela of the Planets Seven, 
Across the shining fields of heaven 

The natal star we bring ! 
Dropping our sevenfold virtues down , 
As priceless jewels in the crown 

Of Christ, our new-bom King. 

RAPHAEL. 

I am the Angel of the Sun, 
Whose flaming wheels began to run 

When God's almighty breath 
Said to the darkness and the Night, 
Let there be light ! and there was light ! 

I bring the gifb of Faith. 

GABRIEL. 

I am the Angel of the Moon, 
» Darkened, to be rekindled soon 

Beneath the azure cope ! 
Nearesttoearth, itismyray 
That best illumes the midnight way. 

I bnng the gut of Hope 1 
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ANAEIm 

The Angel of the Star of Love, 
The Evening Star, that shines above 

The place where lovers be, 
Above all happy hearths and homes, 
On roofs of thatch , or golden domes , 

IgivehhnCharityl 

ZOBIACHEL. 

The Planet Jupiter is mine ! 

The mightiest star of all that shine , 

Except the snn alone ! 
He iß the High Priest of the Dove , 
And sends , from his great throne above , 

Justice, that shall atone I 

MICHAEL. 

The Planet Mercury , whose place 
Is nearest to the sun in space, 

Is my allotted sphere 1 
And with celestial ardor swift 
I bear upon my hands the gut 

Of heavenly Prudence herel 

URIEL. 

I am the Minister of Mars , 

The strongest star among the stars I 

My songs of power prelude 
The march and battle of man's life , 
And for the sufferi&g and the strife , 

I give him Fortitude I 

ORIFEL. 

The Angel of the uttermost 

Of all the shining, heavenly host, 

From the far-off expanse 
Of theSatumian, endless space 
I bring the last, tiiecrowninggrace, 

The gift of Temperance I 
A sudden Ught shines from the Windows of the stable in the village 
behw. 
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IV. THE WISE MEN OF THE EAST. 

The Stahle of the Inn. The Virgin and Child. Three Gypsy 
Kings ^ Qasfar, Melchiob, and BELSäAZZAB, shdll comevn, 

OASPAB. 

Hailtothee, Jesus ofNazarethl 

Though in a manger thou drawest thy breath, 

Thou art greater than Life and Death, 

Greater than Joy or Woe I 
This cross upon the line of life 
Fortendethstruggle, toil, andstrife, 
And through a region with dangers rife 

In darkness shalt thou go ! 

MELCHIOR. 

Hailtothee, King of Jerusalem! 
Though humbly bom in Bethlehem , 
A sceptre and a diadem 

Await thy brow and band 1 
The sceptre is a simple reed, 
The crown will make thy temples bleed, 
And in thy hour of greatest need , 

Abashed thy subjects stand ! 

BELSHAZZAR. 

Hail to thee , Christ of Christendom I 
0*er all the earth thy kingdom come ! 
From distant Trebizond to Rome 

Thy name shall men adorel 
Peace and good-will among all men, 
The Virgin has retumed again, 
Betumed the old Satumian reign 

And Golden Age once more. 

THE CHILD CHRIST. 

Jesus, theSonofGod, ami, 
Bom here to suffer and to die 
According to the prophecy , 
That oäer men may live ! 
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THE TIRGIN. 

And now these clothes , that wrapped him, take 
And keep them precious, for his sake; 
Our benediction thus we make , 
Naught eise ha^e we to give. 

She gives them swaddling-clothes ^ and they depari. 



V. THE FLIGHT INTO EGYPT. 

Here sTuillJoBTtPU come in, leading an ass, on wJnch are seated 
Mary and (he Child. 

MARY. 

Here will werest US, under these 
O'erhanging branches ofthe trees, 
Where robins chant their Litanies, 
And canticles of joy. 

JOSEPH. 

My saddle-girths have given way 
With trud^g through the heat to-day ; 
To you I think it is but play 
To ride and hold the boy. 

HABT. 

Harkl how the robins shout and sing, 
As if to hail their infant Kingl 
I will alight at yonder spring 
To wash his little coat 

JOSEPH. 

And I will hobble well the ass , 
Lest, being loose upon the grass, 
Heshouldescape; for, bythemass, 
He is nimble as a goat 

Here Mary shall alight andgo to the spring. 

BCABY. 

O Joseph! I am muoh afraid, 
For men are sleeping in the shade; 
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1 fear that we shall be waylaid, 
And robbed and beaten sore ! 
H€T€ a band of robbers shall be eeen sleeputg, two ofwhom shall 
rise and come fortoard. 

DTTlfACHUS. 

Cook*8 sotdl deliver up your gold I 

JOSEPH. 

Iprayyou, Sin, letgo your hold I 
Of wealth I ha^e no störe. 

DX7MAGHU8. 

GiTe up your money I 

TITUS. 

Friihee cease. 
Let these good people go in peace. 

DXJMACHUS. 

First let them pay for their release , 
And then go on their way. 

TITÜS. 

These forty groats I give in fee , 
If thou wilt only silent be. 

ICART. 

May God be merciful to thee 
Upon the Judgment Day ! 

JESUS. 

When thirty years shall have gone by , 

I at Jerusalem shall die , 

By Jewish hands exalted high 

On the accursed tree. 
Then on my right and my left side , 
These thieves shall both be crueified, 
And Titus thenceforth shall abide 

In paradise with me. 
Here a great rumor of trumpets and horses, Hke the noise ofa hing 
toith Tos army , and ihe robbers shall take flight. 
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VL THE SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS. 

HNO HEKOD. 

Potz-tausend! Hmunel-sacramentl 
Filled am I with great wonderment 

At this unwelcome news ! 
Am I not Herod? Who shall dare 
My crowntotake, mysceptrebear, 

As king among the Jews? 

Here Tie shall stride up and doion and flourüh Jus sword. 
Whathol I fain would drink a can 
Of the atrong wine of Canaan I 

The wine of Heibon bring , 
I purchased at the Fair of T^ , 
Asredasblood, ashotasfire, 

And fit f or any king ! 

He quaffs great goblets oftoine : 
Now at the window will I stand , 
While in the street the armed band 

The little children slay : 
The habe just bom in Bethlehem 
Will surely slaughtered be with them, 

Nor live another dayl 

ffere a voice oflamenUxUon shall he heard in the street, 

RACHEL. 

Owickedkingl Ocraelspeedl 
To do this most unrighteous deedl 
My children all are slainl 

HEROD. 

Hoseneschall another cupl 

With wine of Sorek fill it up I 

I would a bumper drain 1 

RAHAB. 

Hay maledictions fall and blast 
Thysclfandlineage, to the last 
Of all thy kith and kini 

Digitized by VjOOQIC _ 



72 THS GOLDEN LEGSHD. 

HEBOD. 

Another goblet! quick 1 andstir 
Pomegranate Juice and drops of myrrh 

And calamus therein! 

SOLDIBRS, in Ihe Street, 
Give up thy child into our hands 1 
It is K^g Herod who oommands 

That he should thus be slain 1 

THB NVRSE MEDUSA. 

monstrous men I What have ye done \ 
It is King Herod's only son 
That ye have deft in twain ! 

HEROD. 

Ah, lucklessday! What words of fear 
Are these that smite upon my ear 

With such a doleful sound! 
What torments rack my heart and head I 
Would I were dead 1 would I were dead , 

And buried in the ground ! 
He falls down and writhes as ihough eaien hy worms. Hell opens 

and Satan and Astaboth come for(hy and drag Mm down. 



Vn. JESUS AT PLAY WITH HIS SCHOOLMATES. 

JESUS. 

The shower is over. Let us play , 
And make some sparrows out of clay , 
Down by the river^s side. 

JUDAS. 

See , how the stream has overflowed 
Its baidLS , and o'er the meadow road 

Is spreading far and wide 1 
TAey draw water out of the river by Channels, and form Uttle 

pools, Jesus makes twelve sparrows of clay, and ihe other 

boys do t%e same. 
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JESUS. 

Lopkl lookl howprettflylmake 
These little spairows by the loke 

Bend down their necks and drink ! ] 

New will I make them sing and soar j 

Sofar, they shall retum no more 

Unto this riTer's brink. 

JUDAS. 

Thatcanstthounotl They are but clay, 
They cannot sing, nor fly away 
AboTe the meadow lands I 

JESUS. 

Fly, flyl yesparrowsl you are free 1 
And while you live , remember me , 

Who made you with my hands. 
Here Jesus sTuxU clap Ms hands , and the sparrows shall fly away, 
cMrruping, 

JUDAS. 

Thou art a soTcerer, Iknow; 
Oft has my mother told me so , 
I will not play with thee I 

He strikes Jesus on the right side. 

JESUS. 

Ah, Judas I thou hast smotemy side. 
And when I shall be crucified , 
There shall I pierced be I 

Het-e Joseph shall come in, and say : 

JOSEPH. 

Ye wicked boys ! why do ye play, 
And break the holy Sabbath day ? 
What, thinkye, will your mothers say 

To see you in such plightl 
In such a sweat and such a heat, 
With all that mud upon your feeti 
There 's not a beggar in the street 

Makes such a sorry sightl 
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Vm. THE VILLAGE SCHOOL. 

77ie Rabbi Ben Israel, with a long beardy sitHng on a high 
stoolj foiiharodinhishand. 

RABBI. 

I am the Rabbi Ben Israel, 
Throughout this yillage known füll well, 
And, as my scholars all will teil, 

Leamed in things diyine ; 
The Kabala and Talmud hoar 
Than all the prophets prize I more, 
For water is all Bible lore, 

But Mishna is strong wine. 

My fame extends from West to East, 
Andalways, at the Purim feast, 
I am as drunk as any beast 

That wallows in Us sty ; 
The wine it so elateth me, 
That I no difference can see 
Between '^Accursed Haman be ! ** 

And ''Blessed be Mordecair* 

Come hither, Judas Iscariot. 
Say, if thy lesson thou hast got 
From the Rabbinical Book or not 
Why howl the dogs at night? 

JUDAS. 

In the Rabbinical Book, itsaith 
The dogs howl , when with icy breath 
Oreat Sammagl, the Angel of Death, 
Takes through the town his flightl 

RABBI. 

Well, boyl now say, if thou artwise, 
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When the Angel of Death , who is fuU of eyes, 
Comes where a sick man dying lies, 
What doth he to the wight? 

JUDAS. 

He Stands besidehim, darkandtall, 
Holding a sword, from which doth fall 
Into bis mouth a drop of gall, 
And so he tumeth white. 

RABBI. 

And now, my Judas, say to me 
What the great Voices Four may be, 
Tbat quite across the world do flee, 
And are not beard by men? 

JT7DAS. 

The Voice of the Sun in heaven's dorne, 
The Voice of the Murmuring of Korne, 
The Voice of a Soul tbat goeth home, 
And the Angel of the Hain! 

RABBI. 

Well have ye answered every onel 
Now little Jesus, the carpenter^s son, 
Let US see how thy task is done. 
Canst thou thy letters say? 

JESUS. 

Aleph. 

RABBI. 

What next ? D o not stop yet ! 
Go on with all the aiphabet. 
Come, Aleph, Beth; dost thou forget? 
Cock's soull thou 'dst rather play I 

JESUS. 

What Aleph means I fain would know, 
Before I any farther go l 

RABBI. 

0, by Saint Peter I wouldst thou so? 
Comehither, boy, tome. 
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As surely as the letter Jod 

Once cried aloud, and spake to Qod, 

So surely shalt thou feel this rod, 

And punished shalt thou be 1 
Here Eabbi Ben Israel shall Hft up Us rod to sinke Jesus, and 
Us right arm shall beparalyzed. 



IX. CROWNED WTTH FLOWEBS. 

Jesus sitting among Ids playmates, crovmed toith flowers as 
their King, 

BOYS. 

We spread onr garments on the groundl 
With fragrant flowers thy head is crowned, 
While like a guard we stand around, 

And hail thee as our Eling 1 
Thou art the new King of the Jews! 
Nor let the passers-by refuse 
To bring that homage which man use 

To majesty to bring. 
Here a traveller shall go by , and the hoys shall lay hold ofhis gar- 
ments and say: 

BOYS, 

Come hitherl and all reverence pay 
Unto our monarch , crowned to-day t 
Then go rejoicing on your way, 
Inallprosperity! 

TRAVELLER. 

Hail to the King of Bethlehem, 
Who weareth in his diadem 
The yellow crocus for the gern 

Ofhis authorityl 

Ile passes hy; and others come m, bearing on a Htter a 
sich cMld, 
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BOTS. 

Set down the litter and draw near I 
The King of Bethlehem is here I 
What ails the child, who seems to fear 
That we shall do him hann? 

THE BEARBBS. 

He climbed up to the robin's nest, 
And out there darted, from his rest, 
A serpent with a crimson crest, 
And stung him in the arm. 

JESUS. 

Bring him to me , and let me feel 

The wounded place ; my touch can heal 

The Bting of serpents, and can steal 

The poison fiom the bite 1 

He touches ihe wound, and ihe boy begms to cry, 
Cease to lament! I can foresee 
That thou hereafber known shalt be, 
Among the men who follow me, 

As Simon the Canaanite I 



BPILOOÜB. 

In the alter part of the day 
Will be represented another play, 
Of the Passion of our Blessed Lord, 
Beginning directly after Nones! 
At the close of wMch we shall accord, 
By way of benison and reward, 
Tne sight of a holy Martyi's bones ! 
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IV. 
THE ROAD TO HIRSCHAU. 

PBiNGii Henby and Elsib, toith their MtendanUj on 
horseback, 

BLSIE. 

Okwabd and onward the highway runs to tlie distant city , im- 

patiently bearing 
Tidings of human joy and disaster, of love and of hate, of doing 

anddaringl 

PRINCE HENRY. 

This life of ours is a wild eeolian harp of many a joyous strain, 
But under them all there runs a loud perpetual wail, as of soula 
inpain. 

ELSIB. 

Faith aione can interpret life, and the heart that aches and 

bleeds with the stigma 
Of pain, alone bears the likeness of Christ, and can compre- 

hend its dark enigma. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Man is selfish, and seeketh pleasure with little care of what 

maybetide; 
Else why am I trayelling here beside thee, a demon that ridea 

by an angePs side? 

BLBEE. 

All the hedges are white with dust, and the great dog under 

the oreaking wain 
Hangs bis head in the lazy heat, while onward the horses toil 

and strain. 
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PBINCK USNBY. 

Now they stop at the way-side inn, and the wagoner laugbs 

with the landlord's daughter, 
While out of the dripping trough the horseB distend their lea- 

them sidea "with water. 

ELSIS. 

All through life there are way-side inns, where man may refiresh 

hissoulwithloye; 
Even the lowest may quench his tkirst at rivulets fed by sprmgs 

from aboTe. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Tonder, where rises the cross of stone, our joumey along the 

highway ends, 
And over the fields, by a bridle path, down into the broad 

green Valley descends. 

ELSIS. 

I am not sony to leave behind the beaten road with ita dust and 

heat; 
The air will be sweeter far, and the turf will be softer under oiir 

horses' feet 

They tum down a green lane. 

ELSIE. 

Sweet is the air with the budding haws , and the vaUey stretcb- 

ing for miles below 
Is white with blossoming cherry-trees, as if just covered with 

lightest snow. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Over our heads a white cascade is gleaming against the distant 

hill; 
We cannot hear it, nor see it move, but it hangs like a banner 

when winds are stilL 

ELSIE. 

Damp and cool is this deep ravine, and cool the sonnd of the 

brook by our side ! 
What is thifi castle that rises aboTe us, and lords it over a land 

so Wide? 
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PRINCE HElfRT. 

It is the home of the Counts of Calya; well have I knownthese 

scenes of old, 
Well I remember each tower and tiirret,remember the brooklet, 

thewood, and thewold« 

ELSIE. 

Hark! from the little village below us the bells of the church 

are ringing for rain I 
Priests and peasants in long procession come forth and kneel 

on the arid plam. 

PRINCE HBMBY. 

They have not long to wait, f or I see in the Bouth uprising a 

litüe cloud, 
That before the sun shall be set will cover the sky above us as 

with a shroud. 

Uueypass on. 



THE CONVENT OF HIRSCHAU IN THE BLACK 
FOREST. 

The CotwerU cellar, Friar Claus comes in with a Ught and a 
basket ofempty flagons. 

FRIAR CLAUS. 

I ALWAT8 enter this sacred place 

Withathoughtful, solemn, and reTerent pace, 

Pausing long enough on each stair 

To breathe an ejaculatory prayer, 

And a benediction on the vines 

That produce these various sorts of wineal 

Formypart, I am well oontent 

That we have got through with the tedious Lent! 

Fasting is all Tery well for those 

Who haye to contend with invisible foes; 
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But I am quite eure it does not agree 
With a quiet, peaceable man like me, 
Who am not ofthat nerrous and meagre kind 
That are always distressed in body and mindl 
And at times it really does mc good 
To come down among this brotiierhood, 
Dwelling for ever tmder ground, 
Silent, contemplative, round and sound; 
Each one old, and brown with mould, 
But fiUed to the Ups with the ardor of youth, 
With the latent power and love of truth, 
And with virtues fervent and manifold. 

I have heard it said, that at Easter-tide, 
When buds are sweiling on every side, 
And the sap begins to move in the vine, 
Theninalithecellars, farandwide, 
The oldest, as well as the newest, wine 
Begins to stir itself, andferment, 
With a kind of revolt and discontent 
At being so long in darkness pent, 
And fain would burst from its sombre tun 
To bask on the hill-side in the sun ; 
As in the bosom of us poor friars, 
The tumult of half-subdued desires 
For the world that we have left behind 
Distiirbs at times all peace of mind 1 
And now that we have liyed through Lent, 
My duty it is, as often before, 
To open awhile the prison-door, 
And give these restless spirits Tent 

Now here is a cask that Stands alone, 
And has stood a hundred years or more, 
Its beard of cobwebs , long and hoar, 
IVailing and sweeping along the floor, 
Like Barbarossa, who sits in his cave, 
Longfellow, IL 
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Tacitum, sombre, eedate, andgrave, 

Till hiB beard has grown through the table of atone ! 

It is of the quick and not of the deadl 

In ita veins the blood is hot and red, 

And a heait still beats in those ribs of oak 

That time may have tamed , but has not broke I 

It Cornea from Bacharach on the Rhine, 

Is one of the three best kinds of wine, 

And costs some hundred florins the ohm ; 

But Ihat I do not consider dear, 

When I remember that eTery year 

Four butts are sent to the Pope of Rome. 

And wheneTer a goblet thereof I drain, 

The old rhyme keeps running in my brain : 

At Bacharach on the Bhine, 

At Hochheim on the Main, 

And at Würzburg on the Stein, 

Qrow the three best kinds of wine ! 

Theyareallgoodwines, and better far 
Than those of the Neckar, or those of the Ahr. 
In particular , Würzburg well may boast 
Of its blessed wine of the Holy Ghost, 
Which of all wines I like the most. 
This I shall draw for the Abbot's drinking, 
Who seems to be much of my way of thinking. 

Fills a flagon. 
Ah ! how the streamlet laughs and sings 1 
What a delicious fragrance Springs 
From the deep flagon, while it fills, 
As of hyacinths and daffodilsl 
Between this cask and the Abbot's Ups 
Many have been the sips and slips; 
Many ha^e been the draughts of wine, 
On Üieir way to bis, that have stopped at mine, 
And many a time my soul has hankered 
For a deep draught out of bis silver tankard, 
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When it should have been busy vrith other affain, 
Less with its iongings and more with its prayen. 
But now there is no euch awkward condition, 
No danger of death and eternal perdition ; 
So here'a to the Abbot and BroÜiers all , 
Who dwell in this oonvent of Peter and Faul 1 

He drinks, 
O cordial delicious ! O soother of pain 1 
It flaahes like snnshine into my brain I 
A benison rest on the Bishop who sends 
Such a fudder of wine as this to his friends 1 

And now a flagon for such as may ask 

A draoght from the noble Bacharach cask , 

And I ^11 be gone, though I know füll well 

The ceüar's a cheerfoller place than the celL 

Behold where he Stands , all aound and good , 

Brown and old in his oaken hood; 

Silent he seems eztemally 

As any Carthusian monk may be ; 

But within, what a spiritof deep unresti 

What a seething and simmering in his breast I 

As if the heaving of his great heart 

Would burst his belt of oak apart! 

Let me unloose this button of wood, 

And quiet a little his turbulent mood. 

Sets it running. 
See I how its currents gleam and shine , 
As if they had caught the purple hues 
Of autunm sunsets on the Bhine, 
Descending and mingling with the dews ; 
Or as if the grapes were stained with the blood 
Of theinnocentboy, who, someyearsback, 
Was taken and crucified by the Jews, 
In that ancient town of Bacharach; 
Perdition upon those infidel Jews , 
In that ancient town of Bacharach I 

6* 
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The beautifiil town , that gives us wine 
With the fragrant odor of Muscadine I 
I should deem it wrong to let thia pass 
Without first touching my Ups to the glass, 
For here in the midst of äie cnrrent I stand, 
Like the stone Pfalz in the midst of the river. 
Taking toll upon either band, 
And much more gratefol to the giver. 
He drinks» 
Here, now, isavery inferior kind, 
Such as in any town you may find, 
Such as one might imag^e would suit 
The rascal who drank wine out of a boot. 
And, after all, it was not a crime, 
For he won thereby Dorf Hüffelsheim. 
A jolly old toper I who at a pull 
Could drink a postilion*s jack-boot füll, 
And ask with a laugh , when that was done , 
If the fellow had left the other onel 
This wine is as good as we can afford 
To the friars , who sit at the lower board. 
And cannot distinguish bad &om good. 
And are far better off than if they could, 
Being rather the rüde disciples of beer 
Than of any thing more refined and dearl 

Fllls the otTier flagon and departs. 



THE SCBIPTOBIUM. 
Friar Pagifigus transcrihing and ülurmnating, 

FRIAR PACIFIC178. 

It is growing dark t Tet one line more , 
And then my Work for to-day is o*er. 
I come again to the name of the Lord I 
£re I that awful name record| 
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That is spoken so lightly among men , 
Let me paose awhile , and wash my pen ; 
Pure firom blemish and blot must it be 
When it writes that word of mystery I 

Thus have I labored on and on, 

Nearly through the Qospel of John. 

Can it be that from the Hps 

Of this same gentle Evangelist, 

That Christ himself perhaps has kissed, 

Game the dread Apocalypse I 

It has a yery awfnl look , 

As it Stands there at the end of the book , 

Like the sun in an eolipse. 

Ah me t when I think of that vision divine , 

Think of writing it, linebyline, 

I stand in awe of the terrible curse , 

Like the tramp of doom, in the closing verse. 

Godforgiyeme! if everl 

Take aught from the book of that Prophecy , 

Lest my part too should be taken away 

From the Book of Life on the Judgment Day. 

This is well written , though I say it 1 
I should not be afraid to display it , 
Li open day, on the seifsame shelf 
"Wlth the writings of St. Thecla herseif, 
Or of Theodosius, who of old 
Wrote the Gospels in letters of goldl 
That goodly foUo standing yonder, 
Without a Single blot or blmider , 
Wonld not bear away the palm from mine, 
If we should compare them line for line. 

There, now, is an initial letterl 

Saint Ulric himself never made a better! 

Finished down to the leaf and the snaili 
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DoTin to the eyes on the peacock's taill 
Andnow, asItumtheTolumeoyer, 
And see what lies between coTer and covery 
What treasures of art iheae pa^s hold, 
All ablaze with crimson and gold, 
God forgiye me I I aeem to feel 
A certain satisfaction steal 
Intomyheartf andintomybrain, 
As if my talent had not lain 
Wrappedinanapkin, and all in vain. 
Yes, Imightalmostsayto the Lord, 
Here is a copy of thy Word, 
Written out with much toil and pain; 
Takelt, OLord, andletitbe 
As something I have done for thee ! 

He looks from the window. 
Ho w sweet the air is I How feur the scene ! 
I wish I had as Wely a green 
To paint my landscapes and my leaves 1 
How the swallows twitter under the eayes 1 
There, now, thereisoneinhernest; 
I can just catch a glimpse of her head and breast, 
And will sketch her thus , in her quiet nook, 
For the margin of my Gospel book. 

He makes a slceidi. 
I can see no more. Through the yalley yonder 
A shower is passing ; I hear the thunder 
Mutter its curses in the air, 
The Devil*s own and only prayer! 
The dusty road is brown with rain, 
And, speedingon with might and main, 
Hitherward rides a gallant train. 
They do not parley, they cannot wait, 
But hurry in at the conyent gate. 
What a fair ladyl and beside her 
Whatahandsome, gracefül, noble rider! 
Now she giyes him her band to alight; 
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They will beg a shelter for the night. 
I will go down to the coiridor, 
And try to see that face once more ; 
It will do for the face of some beautiful Sunt, 
Or for one of the Maries I shall paint 
Goes out. 



THE CLOISTERS. 
The Abbot Bkjs(E3TU8 pacing to cand fro, 

ABBOT. 

Slowly, slowly up the wall 
Steals the sunshine , steals the shade ; 
Eyening damps begin to fall , 
Eyening shadows are displayed. 
Boundme, o'erme, eyerjrwhere, 
All the sky is grand with clouds , 
And athwart tibe eyening air 
Wheel the swallows home in crowds. 
Shafts of simshlne from the west 
Paint the dusky Windows red; 
Darker shadows , deeper rest , 
Undemeath and oyerhead. 
Darker, darker, and more wan, 
In my breast the shadows fall; 
Upward steals the life of man , 
As the sunshine from the wall. 
From the wall into the sky, 
From the roof along the spire; 
Ah, the souls ofthose that die 
Are but sunbeams lifted higher. 

Enter PitmcE Hbnrt. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Christ isarisenl 
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ABBOT. 

Ament heisarisenl 
Eis peace be with you 1 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Here it reigns for ever! 
The peace ofGod, that passeth understanding, 
Beigns in these cloistera and these corridors. 
Are you Ernestus, Abbot of the convent? 

ARBOT. 

I am. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

And I Prince Henry of Hoheneck, 
Who crave your hospitality to-night. 

ilBBOT. 

You are thrice welcome to pur humble walls. 

You do US honor; and we shall requite it, 

Ifear, butpoorly, entertaining you 

With Paschal egga , and our poor convent wine , 

The remnants of our Easter holidays. i 

PRINCE HENRY. , 

How fares it with the holy monks of Hirschau? ' 

Are all things well with them? 

ABBOT. 

All things are well. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

A noble convent 1 I have kno wn it long 

By the report of trayellers. I now see 

Their commendations lag behind the truth. 

You lie here in the Valley of the Nagold 

As in a nest: and the still river, gliding 

Along its bed, is like an admonition 

How all things pass. Your lands are rieh and ample , 

And your revenues large. God*B benediction 

B«st8 on your convent 
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ABBOT. 

By our charities 
We strive to merit it Our Lord and Master , 
Whenhedeparted, leftusinhiswill, 
As our best legacy on earth , the poor ! 
These we haye always with us; had we not, 
Our hearts wouid grow as hard as are these stones. 

PRIKCB HENRY. 

If I remember right , the Counts of Calva 
Founded your conyent. 

ABBOX. 

Even as you say. 

PRINGE HENRY. 

And, if lerrnot, itisyeryold. 

ABBOT. 

Within these cloisters lie abready buried 
Twelve holy Abbots. Undemeath the flags 
On which we stand, the Abbot William Hes, 
Of blessed memory. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

And whose tomb is that, 
Which bears the brass escutcheon? 

ABBOT. 

A benefactor*s. 
Conrad, a Count of Calva, hewhostood 
Godfather to our bells. 

PBINGE HENRY. 

Your monks are leamed 
And holy men, Itrust 

ABBOT. 

There are among them 
Leamed and holy men. Yet in this age 
We need another Hildebrand, to shake 
And purify us like a mighty wind. 
The World is wicked, and sometimes I wonder 
God does not lose bis patience with it wholly , 
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Andshatteritükeglassl Eyenhere, attimes, 
Within these walle , where all sbould be at peace , 
I haye my triaLs. Time has laid bis band 
Upon my beart, gently, nof smitingit, 
But as a barper lays bis open palm 
Upon biB baip, to deaden its yibrations. 
Asbes are on my bead, and on my lips 
Sackclotb, and in my breast a beaviness 
And weariness of life , tbat makes me ready 
To say to tbe dead Abbots under us , 
" Make room for me ! ** Only I see tbe dusk 
Of eyening twiligbt Coming , and baye not 
Completed balf my task ; and so at times 
Tbe tbougbt of my sbort-coming in tbis life 
Falls like a sbadow on tbe life to come. 

FRINCE HBNBY. 

We must all die , and not tbe old alone ; 

Tbe young baye'no exemption from tbat doom. 

ABBOT. 

Ab, yesi tbeycungmay die, but tbe old must I 
Tbat is tbe difference. 

PRINCB HENRY. 

I baye beard mucb laud 
Of your transcribers. Your Scriptorium 
Is famous among all, your manuscripts 
Praised for tbeir beaut^ and tbeir excellence. 

ABBOT. 

Tbat 18 indeed our boast If you desire it , 

You shall bebold tbese treasures. And meanwbile 

Sball tbe Refectorarius bestow 

Your borses and attendants for tbe nigbt. 

They go m. The Vesper^bell rings. 
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THE CHAPEL. 



Vespers; after wTuch (he monks reiire, a chorister leadlng an old 
monk who is blind, 

PBmCB HENRY. 

Thst are all gone , saye one who lingers , 
Absorbed in deep and silent prayer. 
As if his heart conld find no rest , 
At times he beats his heaving breast 
With clenched and conyulsiTe fingers, 
Then lifts them tremblmg in the air. 
A chorister, with golden hair, 
Guides hitherward his heavy pace. 
Can it be so ? Or does my sight 
Deceiye me in the uncertain Ught? 
Ah no 1 I recognize that face , 
Though Time has touched it in his flight , 
And changed the aubum hair to white. 
It is Count Hugo of the Khine , 
The deadliest foe of all our race , 
And hateful unto me and mine I 

THE BLIND MONK. 

Who is it that doth stand so near 
His whispered words I almost hear? 

FRINGS HENRY. 

I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, 
And you , Count Hugo of the Khine I 
Iknowyoa, andlseethescar, 
Thebranduponyourfotehead, shine 
And redden like a balefid star I 

THE BLIND HONE. 

Count Hugo once , but now the wreck 
Of what I was. O Hoheneck ! 
The passionate will, thepride, thewrath 
That bore me headlong on my path , 
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Stumbled and staggered into fear, 

And failed me in my mad oareer , 

As a tired steed some evil-doer, 

Alone upon a desolate moor, 

Bewildered, lost, deserted, blind, 

And heanng loud and close behind 

The o'ertaking steps of bis pursuer. 

Then suddenly from the dark there came 

A Yoice that called me by my name , 

And Said to me , '^Kneel down and pray V* 

And so my terror passed away , 

Passed utterly away for ever. 

Contrition, penitence, remorse, 

Came on me , with o'erwhelming force ; 

Abope, alonging, anendeavor, 

By days of penance and nights of prayer, 

To frustrate and defeat despair! 

Calm, deep, and still isnowmyheart, 

With tranquil waters overflowed; 

A lake whose unseen fountains Start, 

Where once the bot volcano glowed. 

And you, O Frince of HobeneckI 

Have known me in that earlier time , 

A man of yiolence and crime, 

Whose passions brooked no curb nor check. 

Bebold me now , in gentler mood , 

One of this boly broäerhood. 

Giire me your band ; here let me kneel ; 

Make your reproacbes sharp as steel; 

Spum me, and smite me on each cheek ; 

No yiolence can barm the meek, 

There is no wound Christ cannot heall 

Yes; lift your princely band, andtake 

Bevenge , if *t is reyenge you seek ; 

Then pardon me , for Jesus* sake I 

PRINCB HENRY. 

Arise, CountHugol let there be 
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No farther strife nor enmity 

Between us twain ; we both haire erredl 

Too rash in act, to wroth in word j 

From the beginning have we stood 

Infierce, defiantattitude, 

Bach thoughtless of the other's right, 

And each reliant on bis migbt. 

Bat now our sonls are more subdued; 

The band of God , and not in yain, 

Has touched us with the fire of pain. 

Let US kneel down , and side by side 

Pray, tili our souls are purified, 

And pardon will not be denied 1 

They kneel. 



THE BEFECTORY. 

Gaudiolum ofMonks at midnigTU, ImVCTFEB. disguised as a 
Frtar. 

FRIAR PAUL sings, 
AybI colorviniclari, 
Dulcispotus, nonamari, 
Tua nos inebriari 
Digneris potentia! 

FRIAR CUTHBBRT. 

Not so much noise , my worthy freres , 
You'll disturb the Abbot at bis prayers. 

FRIAR PAUL sings. 
Ol quamplacensincoiorel 
Ol quamfragransinodore! 
Ot quam sapidum in ore I 
Dulce linguse vinculuml 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

I should think your tongue had broken its chain 1 
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FRIAR PAX7L sings. 
Felix yenter quem intrabis 1 
Felix guttur quod rigabis 1 
Felix OB quod tu layabis 1 
Et beata labial 

FRIAB CUTHBERT. 

Peace! Isay, peace! 
Will you neyer cease ! 
You will rouse up the Abbot, I teil you aguni 

FRIAR JOHK. 

No danger 1 to-night he will let üb alone, 

As I bappen to know he has guests of bis own. 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Who arethey? 

FRIAR JOHN. 

A German Frince and bis train, 
Who arriyed here just before the rain. 
There is with hun a damsel fair to see , 
As Blender and gracefiil as a reedl 
When she alighted from her steed, 
It seemed like a blossem blown from a tree. 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

None of your pale-faced girls for me ! 
None of your damsels of high degree I 

FRIAR JOHN. 

Come, oldfellow, drink down to your pegl 
Butdonotdrinkanyfarther, Ibegl 

FRIAR FAUL sings. 
In the days of goM, 
Thedaysofold, 
Crosier of wood 
And bishop of goldl 
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FRIAK GUTHBERT. 

What an infernal racket and riotl 
Can you not drink your wine in quiet? 
Why fili the convent with Buch scandais, 
As if we were so many drunken Vandals? 

FRIAR PAX7L cofUmues. 

Now we haye changed 

Thatlawsogood, 

Tocrosierofgold 

And bishop of wood I 

FRL^R GX7THBERT. 

Well, then, since you are in the mood 
To give your noisy humors vent, 
Sing and howl to your heart'B content! 

CHORUS OF MONKS. 

Funde yinum, fundel 
Tanquam sint fluminis undse , 
Nee queeras unde, 
Sed fündas semper abunde I 

FRIAR JOHN. 

What is the name of yonder friar, 

With an eye that glows like a coaJ of fire, 

And such a black mass of tangled hair? 

FRL4R PAT7L. 

He who is sitting there , 

Witharollicking, 

Devilmay care, 

Free and easy look and air, 

As if he were used to such feasting and frolicking? 

FRIAR JOHN. 

The same. 

FRIAR PAUL. 

He 's a stranger. You had better ask bis name , 
And where he is going, and whence h6 came. 

_ FRIAR JOHN. 

HaUol Sir Friar I 
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FRIAR PAUL. 

You must ruse your yoice a little higher, 
He does not seem to hear what you say. 
Now, tryagainl He is looking this way. 

FRIAR JOHN. 

Hallo! SirFriar, 

We wish to inquire 

Whence you came , and where you are going, 

And any thing eise that is worth the knowing. 

So be so good as to open your head. 

LUCIFER. 

I am a Frenchman bom and bred. 

Going on a pilgrimage to Korne. 

My home 

Is the conyent of St Gildas de Rhuys, 

Ofwhich, verylike, you neyer have heard. 

MOKES. 

Neverawordl 

LUCIFER. 

You must know, then, it is in the diocese 

CaUed the Diocese of Vannes, 

In the province of Brittany. 

From äie gray rocks of Morbihan 

It oyerlooks iJie angry sea ; 

The Tery sea- shore where, 

In bis great despair, 

Abbot Abelard walked to and fro, 

Filling the night with woe , 

And wailing fdoud to the merciless seas 

The name of his sweet Heloise 1 

Whilst overhead 

The conyent Windows gleamed as red 

As the fiery eyes of the monks within, 

Who with joyial din 

Gaye themselyes up to all kinds of sin 1 

Ha! that is a conyent! thatisanabbeyl 
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Oyer the doors , 

None of your death-heads carved in wood, 
None of your Saints looking pious and good, 
None of your Patriarchs old and shabby ! 
But the heads and tusks of boars, 
And the cells 

Hnng all round with the felis 
Of the fallow-deer. 
And then what cheerl 
What jelly, fatfriars, 
Sitting round the great, roaring fires, 
Roaring louder than they, 
With their streng wines, 
And their concubines , 
And neyer a bell, 
With its swagger and swell, 
Calling you up with a start of affiight 
In the dead of night, 

To send you grumbling down dark stairs, 
To mumble your prayers. 
But the cheery crow 
Of Cooks in the yard below, 
After daybreak, anhourorso, 
And the barking of deep-mouthed hounds, 
These are the sounds 
That, insteadofbells, salute the ear. 
And then all day 
Up and away 

Through the forest, hunting the deer I 
Ah, myfriendsl I 'm afraid that here 
You are a little too pious , a little too tarne , 
And the more is the shame. 
T is the greatest foUy 
Not tobe joUy; 
That *s what Ithmkl 
Come, drink, drink, 
Drink, anddiegamel 
LongfeUom. //. 
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M0NS8. 

And your Abbot What's-his-name? 

LUCIFEB. 

Abelard I 

MONKS. 
Did he drink hard? 

LÜGIFER. 

O, nol Nothe! 

He was a dry old fellow , 

Without Juice enough to get thoroughly mellow. 

Therehestood, 

Lowering at us in suUen mood, 

As if he had come into Brittany 

Just to refonn our brotherhoodl 

A roar of laughter* 
But you see 
Itneverwoulddol 
For some of us knew a thing or two, 
In the Abbey of St. Gildas de Bhuys 1 
Forinstance, thegreatado 
With old Fulbert's niece , 
The young and lovely Heioisel 

FRIAR JOHN. 

Stopthere, ifyouplease, 

Till we drink to the fair Heloise. 

ALL, drinkmgandshoutmg. 
Heloise! Heioisel 

TheChapel'helltolls, 

LüClFBR, starting, 
What is that bell for? Are you such asses 
As to keep up the fashion of midnight masses? 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

It is only a poor , unfortunate brother, 
Who is gifted with most miraculous powers 
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Of getting up at all sorts of hours, 

And, by way of penance and Christian meekness, 

Of creeping silently out of his ceU 

To take a pull at that hideous bell; 

So that all the monks who are lying awake 

May munnur some kind of prayer for his sake, 

And adapted to his peculiar veakness I 

FBIAB JOHN. 

Prom fraihy and fall — 



GfoodLord, deliyerosalll 

FRIAR OUTHBBRT. 

And before the bell for matins sounds, 
Hetakeshislantem, andgoestherounds, 
Flashing it into onr sleepy eyea, 
Merely to say it is time to arise. 
Butenough ofthat Goon, ifyouplease, 
With your story about St. Güdas de Bhuys. 

LUGIFEB. 

Kell, it finally came to pass 
^ at, halfinfbnandhaLfinmalice, 

le Sunday at Mass 
fe put some poison into the chalioe. 
nt , either by accident or design , 
eter Abelard kept away 

9m the chapel äiat day , 
bd a poor, young friar , who in his stead 
bmk the sacramental wine , 
tu on the Steps of the altar, deadl 
it lookl do you see at the window there 
lat face , wiäi a look of grief and despair 
tat ghastly face, asofoneinpain? 

HONKS. 

ko? where? 

LUCIFBB. 

Ispoke, it yanished away again. 



7» 
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^FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

It iB that nefarious 

Siebald the Refectorarius. 

That fellow ts always pla3ring the scout, 

Greeping and peepisg and prowling about; 

And then he regales 

The Abbot with scandalous tales. 

LUGIFER. 

A spy in the convent ? One of the brothers 
Telling scandalous tales of the others? 
Outuponhun, thelazyloonl 
I woold put a stop to that pretty soon, 
In a way he should rae it. 

HONKS. 

How shall we do it? 

LÜCIFBR. 

Doyou, brotherPaul, 

Creep under the window, close to the wall, 

And open it suddenly when I calL 

Then seize the Tillain by the hair , 

And hold hun there , 

And punish him soundly , once for all. 

FRLA.B CUTHBERT. 

As St. Dunstan of old, 

Wearetold, 

Once caught the Devil by the nose I 

LUGIFER. 

Hai hal that story is yery clever, 
But has no foundation whatsoeyer. 
Quick I for I see hls face agun 
Glaring in at the window-pane; 
Nowl nowl and do not spare yourblows. 
Friar Paul opens the window suddenly, and seizes Sibbald. 
They beat Jdm, 

FRIAR SIBBALD. 

Helpl helpl are you going to slay me? 
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FRIAB PAUL. 

That will teach you again to betray me I 

FBIAB SIEBALD. 

Mercyl mercy! 

FHIAB PATJL, sTiouting andheating. 
Rumpas bellorum lorum , 
Vim confer amorum 
Morum verorum rorum 
Tu plena polorum I 

LUCIFER. 

Who Stands in the doorway yonder, 
Stretching out bis trembling band, 
Just as Abelard used to stand, 
The flash of bis keen , black eyes 
Forerunning the tbunder? 

THE MONES, in confusion, 
TheAbbotl tbeAbbot! 

FRIAR CÜTHBERT. 

And wbat is tbe wonder ! 
He seems to bave taken you by surprise. 

FRIAR FRANCIS. 

Hide tbe great flagon 
From tbe eyes of Üie dragon! 

FRIAR GTJTHBERT. 

Pull tbe brown bood oTer your face I 
This will bring us into disgrace I 

ABBOT. 

Wbat means this reyel and carouse? 

Is this a tavem and drinking-bouse ? 

Are you Christian monks, or beathen devils, 

To pollute this convent with your revels? 

Were Peter Damian still upon eartb, 

To be sbocked by such ungodly mirtb, 

He would write your names, witb pen of gall, 

In bis Book of Gomorrab, one and alll 
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Away, youdronkardsl toyonroells, 

And pray tili yoa hear the matin-bells ; 

You, Brother Francis, andyou, Brother Pauli 

And aa a penance mark each prayer 

With the Bcourge upon your Shoulders bare; 

Nothing atones for such a sin 

But the blood that foUows the discipline. 

Andyou, Brother Cuthbert, comewith me 

Alone into the sacristy ; 

You , ^ho should be a guide to your brothers, 

And are ten times worse than all the others, 

For you I Ve a draught that has long been brewing, 

You shail do a penance worth the doingl 

Away to your prayers, then, one and all! 

I wonder the very conyent wall 

Does not crumble and crush you in its fall I 



THE NEIGHBOBING NÜNNERY. 
The Abbess Irmingard dtting toith Elsie in the moonlight, 

IRMIN6ARD. 

The night is silent, the wind is still, 

The moon is looking from yonder hill 

Down upon convent, andgroye, andgarden; 

The clouds haye passed away from her face, 

Leasing behind Üiem no sorrowful trace, 

Only the tender and quiet grace 

Of one , whose heart has been healed with pardon I 

And such am I. My soul within 

Was dark with passion and soiled with sin. 

But now its wounds are healed again; 

Gone axe the anguish , theterror, andpiün; 

For across that desolate land of woe, 

0*er whose buming sands I was forced to go, 
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A wind from heaven began to blow; 

And all my being trembled and shook, 

As the leaves of the tree , or the grass of the field, 

And I was healed, as the sick are healed, 

When fanned by the leaves of the Holy Book I 

As thou Bittest in the moonlight there, 

Its glory flooding thy golden hair, 

And the only darkness that which lies 

In the haunted Chambers of thine eyes, 

I feel my soul drawn unto thee, 

Strangely, andstrongly, andmore andmore, 

As to one I have known and loved before ; 

For every soul is akin to me 

That dwells in the land of mystery I 

I am the Lady Irmingard, 

Born of a noble race and namel 

Many a wandering Suabian bard, 

Whose life was dreary, and bleak, and hard, 

Ras found through me the way to fame. 

Brief and bright were those days , and the night 

Which followed was füll of a lurid light 

Love, that of every woman'sheart 

Will have the whole , and not a part, 

That is to her, in Natureis plan, 

More than ambition is to man, 

Her light, her life, her very breath, 

With no alternative but death, 

Found me a maiden soft and young, 

Just from the convent's cloistered school. 

And seated on my lowly stool, 

Attentive while the minstrels sung. 

Gallsnt, graceful, gentle, tall, 
Fairest, noblest, best of all, 
Was Walter of the Vogelweid; 
And, whatsoever may betide, 
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Still I think of him with pride ! 

His Bong was of the Bummer-tiine, 

The very birds sang in his rhyme ; 

TheBunshine, the delicious air, 

The fragrance of the flowers , were there ; 

And I grew reBtless as I heard, 

Kestless and buoyant as a bird, 

Down soft, aerisd cnrrents sailing, 

O'er blossomed orchards, and fields in bloom, 

And through the momentary gloom 

Of shadows o'er landscape trailing, 

Yielding and bome I knew not where, 

But feeling resistance tmavailing. 

Andthus, unnoticed and apart, 
And more by accident than choice, 
I listened to that Single voice 
Until the Chambers of my heait 
Were filled with it by night and day. 
One night, — it was a night in May, — 
Within thegarden, unawares, 
Under the blossoms in the gloom, 
I heard it utter my own name 
With protestations and wild prayers; 
And it rang through me , and became 
Like the archangel's trump of doom, 
Which the soul hears , and must obey ; 
And mine arose as firom a tomb. 
My former life now seemed to me 
Such as hereafter death may be, 
When in the great Etemity 
We shall awake and find it day. 

It was a dream, and would not stay; 
A dream, that in a Single night 
Faded and vanished out of sight 
My father's anger followed fast 
This passion , as a freshening blast 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 105 



Seeks out and fans the fire , whose rage 
It may increase , but not assuage. 
And he exclaimed : '' No wandering bard 
Shallwinthyband, OIrmingardI 
For wbicb Prince Henry of Hoheneck 
By messenger and letter sues/' 

Gently, butfirmly, Ireplied: 

"Henry of Hoheneck I discard I 

Never the band of Irmingard 

Sball lie in bis as the band of a bride ! " 

Tbissaidl, Walter, fortbysake; 

This Said I, for I could not cboose. 

After a pause, my fatber spake 

In tbat cold and deiiberate tone 

Which tums the bearer into stone, 

And seems itself the act to be 

Tbat follows with such dread certainty ; 

" This , or the cloister and the veil 1 " 

No other words than these he said , 

But they were like a fiineral wail ; 

My life was ended, my beart was dead. 

Tbat night from the castle-gate went down, 

With silent, slow, and stealtby pace, 

Two sbadows, mounted on shadowy steeds, 

Taking the narrow path tbat ieads 

Into the forest dense and brown. 

In the leafy darkness of the place, 

One could not distinguish form nor face, 

Only a bulk witbout a shape, 

A darker shadow in the shade ; 

One scarce could say it moved or stayed. 

Thus it was we made our escape I 

A foaming brook, with many a bound, 

Followed US like a playful bound ; 

Then leaped before us, and in the hollow 

Faused, and waited for us to follow, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



106 THE eOLDEN LEOEKB. 

And seemed impatient, andafraid 
That our tardy flight should be betrayed 
By the sound our horses' hoof-beats made. 
And when vre reached the piain below, 
We paused a moment and drew rein 
To look back at the Castle again; 
And we saw the Windows all aglow 
With lights, that were passing to and fro; 
Our hearts with terror ceased to beat; 
The brook crept silent to our feet; 
We knew what most we feared to know. 
Then suddenly homs began to blow; 
And we heard a shout , and a heayy tramp , 
And our horses snorted in the damp 
Night-air of the meadows green and wide, 
And in a moment, side by side , 
So dose, they must have seemed but one , 
The shadows across the moonlight run, 
And another came , and swept behind , 
Like the shadow of clouds before the wind! 

How I remember that breathless flight 
Across the moors , in the summer night ! 
How under our feet the long, white road 
Backward like a river flowed , 
Sweeping with it fences and hedges, 
Whiist farther away, and oyerhead, 
FalerthanI, with fear and dread, 
Themoonfledwithtts, aswefied 
Along the forest's jagged edges I 

Ali this I can remember well ; 
But of what afterwords befeil 
I nothing farther can recall 
Thanablmd, desperate, headlong fall 
The rest is a blank and darkness alL 
When I awoke out of this swoon , 
The sun was shining, notthemoon. 
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Making a cross upon the wall 

With the bajrs of my Windows nairow and tall ; 

And I prayed to it , as I had been wont to pray , 

From early childhood, day by day , 

Eachmoming, asinbedilayl 

I was lying again in my own room I 

And I thanked God, in my fever and pain , 

That those shadows on the midnight piain 

Were gone , and could not come again l 

I struggled no longer with my dooml 

This happened many years ago. 
I left my father's home to come 
Like Catherine to her martyrdom, 
For blindly I esteemed it so. 
And when I heard the convent door 
Behind me dose , to ope no more, 
1 feit it smite me like a blow. 
Through all my limbs a shudder ran , 
And on my broised spirit feil 
The dampness of my narrow cell 
As night-air on a wounded man , 
Qiving intolerable pain. 

But now a better life began. 

I feit the agony decrease 

By slow degress , then wholiy cease , 

Ending in perfect rest and peacel 

It was not apathy , nor dulness , 

That weighed and pressed upon my brain , 

But the same passion I had given 

To earth before , now tumed to heaven 

"With all its oyeiflowing fulness. 

AlasI the World is füll ofperill 
The path that runs through the fairest meads , 
Od the sunniest side of the Valley, leads 
Into a legion bleak and sterile l 
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Alike in the high-born and the lowly, 
The will is feeble , and passion strong. 
VFe cannot sever right from wrong ; 
Some falsehood mingles with all trath; 
Nor is it stränge the heart of youth 
Should waTer and comprehend but slowly 
The things that are holy and unholy I 
Bat in this sacred and calm retreat, 
We are all well and safely shielded 
From winds that blow, and waves that beat, 
Fromtheoold, andrain, and blighting heat, 
To which the strongest hearts haye yielded. 
Here we stand as the Virgins Seven , 
For our celestial bridegroom yeaming; 
Our hearts are lamps for ever buming , 
With a steady and unwayering flame , 
Fointing upward, for ever tho same , 
Steadily upward toward the Heaven! 

The moon is hidden behind a cloud; 

A sudden darkness fills the room, 

And thy deep eyes, amid the gloom, 

Shine like jewels in a shroud. 

On the leaves is a sound of falling rain ; 

A bird , awakened in its nest , 

Gives a faint twitter of unrest , 

Then smoothes its plumes and sleeps again. 

No other sounds than these I hear ; 

The hour of midnight must be near. 

Thou art o'erspent with the day's fatigue 

Of riding many a dusty league ; 

Sink, then, gentlytothydumber; 

Me so many cares enoumber, 

So many ghosts , and forms of Mght , 

Have Started from their graves to-night, 

They have driven sleep firom mine eyes away : 

I will go down to the chapel and pray. 



! 
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V. 



A COVERED BRIDGE AT LUCERNE. 

FBINCB HBNRY. 

GoD*s blessing on the architects who build 
The bridges o'er swift rivers and abysses 
JSefore impassable to human feet, 
No less than on the builders of cathedrals , 
Whose massive walls are bridges thrown acioss 
The dark and terrible abyss of Death. 
Well has the name of Pontifex been given 
Unto the Church's head, as the chief bnilder 
And architect of the invisible bridge 
That leads from earth to heaven. 

ELSIB. 

How dark it grows I 
What are these paintings on the walls around us? 

PBINCE HSNRT. 

The Dance Macaberl 

BLSIS. 

What? 

PRINCE HBNRY. 

The Dance ofDeatht 
AU that go to and tro must look upon it , 
Mindful of what they shall be, whiie beneath, 
Among the wooden piles , the turbulent river 
Rushes, impetuous as the river of life , 
With dimpling eddies, ever green and bright, 
Save where the shadow of this bridge falls on it. 

BLSIB. 

O, yesi Iseeitnowl 
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PRINCB nSNRT. 

The grim musician 
Leads all men through the mazes ofthat danee , 
To diiSerent sounds in different measuiea moving; 
Sometimes he plays a Inte, sometimes a dzum, 
To tempt or terrify. 

KL6IE. 

What is ihis pictnre ? 

PBINCB HBNR7. 

It is a yonng man singing to a nun, 
Who luieels at her deyotions, bat in kneeling 
Tums round tolookathim; andDeath, meanwhile, 
Is puttlng out the candles on the altarl 



Ah, what a pity *t is that she should listen 

Unto such songs , when in her orisons 

She might have heaid in heayen the angels singing I 

PRINCB HEKBT. 

Here he has stolen a jester^s cap and bells, 
And dances vith the Queen. 

ELSIE. 

Afoolishjest! 

PRINCIB HENBT. 

And here the heart of the new-wedded wife , 
Coming from church mth her beloved lord, 
He startles with the rattle of his drum. 

ELSES. 

Ah, thatissad! And yetperhaps'tis best 
That she should die, with all the sunshine on her, 
And all the benedictions of the moming, 
Before this afiQuence of golden light 
Shall fade into a cold and douded gray , 
Then into darkness! 

PBIKCE HENBT, 

Underitiswritten, 
** Nothing but death shall separate thee and me!** 
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ELSIS. 

And what is this, that follows close upon it? 

PBINCE HENRY. 

Death, playing on a dulcimer. Behind him , 

A poor old woman, with a rosary, 

Follows the sound, and seems to wish her feet 

Were swifter to o'ertake him. Undemeath , 

The insoription reads, "Better is Death than Life." 

ELsns. 
Better is Death than Life ! Ah yes I to thousands 
Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings 
That song of consolation, tili the air 
Rings with it, and they cannot choose but foUow 
Whither he leads. And not the old alone , 
But the young also hear it, and are still. 

PBINCE HENRY. 

Yes, in their sadder moments. PT is the sound 
Oftheirownhearts they hear, half füll oftears, 
Which are like crystal cups , half filled with water , 
Re&ponding to the pressure of a finger -^ 
With music sweet and low and melancholy. 1 
Letusgoforward, and no longer stay ^ 
In this great picture-galleiy of Death I 
Ihateit! ay, theTerythoughtof itl 

ELSES. 

Why is it hatefiü to you? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Forthereason 
Thatlife, and all that speaksoflife, islovely, 
And death, and all that speaksof death, ishatefuL 

EL8IE. 

The graye itself is but a covered bridge , 

Leading from light to light, throiigh a brief darkness! 
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PRINCE HENRY, emerging front the hidge. 
Ibreatheagainmorefreelyl Ah, howpleasant 
To come once more into the light of day , 
Out of that shadow of death I To hear again 
The hoof-beats of our horses on firm ground, 
And not upon those hoUow planks , resounding 
With a sepulchral echo , like the clods 
On coffins in a chnrchyard ! Yonder liei 
The Lake of the Four Forest-Towns, apparelled 
In light, and lingering, like a Tillage maiden , 
Hid in the bosom of her native mountains, 
Then pouring all her life into another's, 
Changing her name and being I Overhead , 
Shaküig hiB cloudy tresses loose in air, 
Eises Pilatus , with his windy pines. 

They pass on. 



THE DEVIL'S BRIDGE. 
Prince Henry and Elsib Crossing^ with cUtendants, 

OITIDE. 

This bridge is called the Devil's Bridge. 
With a Single arch , from ridge to ridge , 
It leaps across the terrible chasm 
Yawningbeneathus, blackanddeep, 
As if, in Bome conyulsive spasm, 
The summits of the hills had cracked. 
And made a road for tlie cataract , 
That rayes and rages down the steep I 

LTJCIFER, under the bridge. 
Hai hal 

OUIDK. 

Never any bridge but this 

Could stand across the wild abyss; 
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Alltherest, ofwoodorstone, 
By the Devü's band were overthrown. 
He toppled orags firom the precipice, 
And whatsoe'er was built by day 
In the night was swept away ; 
None could stand but this alone. 

LUCiFEB, under the bridge» 
Hai ha! 

GUIDE. 

I showed you m the Valley a boulder 
Marked with the imprint of bis Shoulder; 
As he was bearmg it up this way , 
Apeasant, passing, cried, "Herr Ja 1" 
And the Devil dropped it in bis fright, 
And vanished suddenly out of sightl 

LUCIFER, under the bridge. 
Ha! ha! 

GUIDE. 

Abbot Giraldus of Einsiedel, 

For pilgrims on thebr way to Rome , 

Built this at last, with a Single arch, 

Under which , on its endless march , 

Kuns the river , white with foam , 

Like a thread tiirough the eye of a ueedle. 

And the Devil promised to let it stand, 

Under compact and condition 

That the first living thing which crossed 

Should be surrendered into bis band, 

And be beyond redemption lost. 

LUCIFEB , under the hidge. 
Ha! ha! perdition! 

GUIDE. 

At length, the bridge beiug all completed, 
The Abbot, standing at its head, 
Threw across it a loa^of bread, 
Which a hungry dog sprang after, 
Iwgfellow.lL ^ 
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And the rocks re-echoed with peak of laughter 
To see the Devil thus defeatedl 

Tkeyp<U8on. 

LüCiFER, under the bridge. 
Hai hal defeatedl 
For journeys and for crimes like this 
I let the bridge stand o*er the abyssl 



THE ST. GOTHABD PASS. 

PRINCE HENBY. 

This is the high est point. Two ways the rivers 
Leap down to different seas, and as they roll 
Grow deep and still, and their majestic presence 
Becomes a benefaction to the towns 
They visit, wandering silently among them, 
Like patriarchs old among their shining tents. 

ELSIE. 

How bleak and bare it is ! Nothing but mosses 
Grow on these rocks. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Yet are they not forgotten; 
Beneficent Nature sends the mists to feed them. 

ELSIE. 

Seeyonderlittlecloud, that, bomealoft 
So tenderly by the wind , floats fast away 
Over the snowy peaks l It seems to me 
The body of St. Catherine , bome by angels ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Thou art St. Catherine , and invisible angels 
Bear thee across these chasms and precipices. 
Lest thou shouldst dash thy feet against a stonel 
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ELSIE. 

Would I were bome unto my grav e, as she was , 
Upon angelic Shoulders I Even now 
I seem uplifted by them, light as air I 
What Bound is that? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

The tumblmg avalanchesl 

ELSIB. 

Howawful, yethowbeautifrül 

PRINCE HENRT. 

These are 
The Yoices of the mountainsl Thus they ope 
Theirsnowylips, andspeakuntoeachother, 
In the priineyal language , lost to man. 

ELSIE. 

What land is this that spreads itself beneath us? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Italy! Italy! 

ELSIE. 

Land of the Madonna I 
How beautif ul it is ! It seems a garden 
OfParadisel 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Nay, of Gethsemane 
To thee and me , of passion and of prayer ! 
Yet once of Paradise. Long years ago 
I wandered as a youth among its bowers, 
And never firom my heart has faded quite 
Itsmemory, that, likeasummersunset, 
Encircles with a ring of purpie light 
All the hoiizon of my youth. 

GUIDE. 

Ofriendsl 
The days are short, the way before us long; 
"We must not linger, if we Üiink to reach 
The inn at Belinzona before vespers 1 
Tkeypass on, 

8* 
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AT THE FOOT OF THE ALPS. 

A kalt under the trees at noon, 

PRINCE HENBT. 

Hebe let us pause a moment in the trembling 
Shadow and sunshine of the road-side trees, 
And, our tired horses in a group assembling, 
Inhale long draughts of this dellcious breeze. 
Our fleeter steeds haye distanced cur attendants; 
They lag behind us with a slower pace; 
We will await them under the green pendants 
Of the great willows in this shady place. 
Ho, Barbarossa! how thy mottled haunches 
Sweat with this canter over hill and glade ! 
Stand still, and let these overhanging branches 
Fan thy hot sides and comfort thee with shadel 

ELSIE. 

What a delightM landscape spreads before us, 
Marked with a whitewashed cottage here and ihere I 
And, in luxuriant garlands drooping o*er us, 
Blossoms of grape-vines scent the sunny air. 

PRIKCE HEKBT. 

Hark! whatsweetsoundsarethose, whose accents holy 
FUl the warm noon with music sad and sweet! 

BLSIE. 

It is a band of pilgrims , moTing slowly 
On their long joumey , with uncovered feet 

PILGRIMS, chauntmg the Hymn ofSt Hildebert. 
Me receptet Sion illa, 
Sion David, urbstranquiUa, 
Cujus faber auctor lucis. 
Cujus portcB lignum crucis. 
Cujus daves liagua Fetri, 
Cujus cives semper Iseti, 
Cujus muri iapis vivus , 
Cujus custos Rex festivusi 
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LTJCIFER , as a Friar in (he procession, 
Here am I, too, in the pious band, 
In the garb of a barefooted Carmelite dressed! 
The soles of my feet are as hard and tanned 
As the conscience of old Pope Hildebrand, 
The Holy Satan, who made the wives 
Of the bishops lead such shameful lives. 
All day long I beat my breast, 
And chaunt with a most particular zest 
The Latin hymns, which I understand 
Quite as well, I thmk, as the rest 
And at night such lodging in bams and sheds. 
Such a hurly-burly in country inns. 
Such a clatter of tongues in empty heads , 
Such a helter-skelter of prayers and sins ! 
Of all the contrivances of the time 
For sowing broadcast the seeds of crime , 
There is none so pleasing to me and mine 
As a pilgrimage to some far-off shrine I 

PRmCE HENRT. 

If firom the outward man we judge the inner, 
And cleanliness is godüness , I fear 
A hopeless reprobate , a hardened sinner, 
Must be that Carmelite now passing near. 

LUCIFER. 

There is my Qerman Frince again, 

Thus far on his joumey to Salem, 

And the lovesick girl, whose heated brain 

Is sowing the cloud to reap the rain ; 

But it 's a long road that has no tum I 

Let them quietly hold their way , 

I haye also a part in the play. 

But first I must act to my heart's content 

This mummery and this merriment, 

And driye this motley flock of sheep 

Intothefold, where drink and sleep 
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The jolly old i&iars of Benevent. 

Of a truth , it often provokes me to laugh 

To see these beggars hobble along, 

Lamed and maimed, and fed upon chaff, 

Chanting their wonderful piff and paff, 

And, to make up for not understanding the song, 

Singingitfiercely, and wild, andstrong! 

Were it not for my magic garters and staff , 

And the goblets of goodly wine I quaff. 

And the mischief I make in the idle throng, 

1 should not continue the business long. 

PILGRIMS, chaunting, 
Inhäcurbe, luxsolennis, 
Vereetemum, paxperennis; 
In häc odor implens cslos , 
In häc semper festum melos ! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Do you observe that monk among the train, 
Who pours from bis great throat the roaring bass , 
As a cathedrai spout pours out the rain. 
And this way tums his rubicund, round face? 

ELSIB. 

It is the same who, on the Strasburg Square, 
Freached to the people in the open air. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Andhehascrossedo'ermountain, field, and feil, 
On that good steed , that seems to bear him well , 
The hackney of the Friars of Orders Gray, 
Hisownstoutlegs! He, too, wasintheplay, 
Both as King Herod and Ben Israel 
Goodmorrow, Friarl 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Goodmorrow, noble Sir! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

IspeakinQerman, for, unlesslerr, 
You are a German. 
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FRIAR CUTHBBBT. 

I cannot gaiosay you. 
But by what instinct^ or what Beeret sign , 
Meeting me liere , do you straightway divine 
That northward of the Alps my country lies? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Tonraccent, UkeSt.Petei's, wouldbetrayyou, 
Did not your yellow beaxd and your blue eyes. 
Moreover , we have seen your face before , 
And heard you preach at the Cathedral door 
OnEasterSunday, in the Strasburg Square. 
We were among tiie crowd that gathered there , 
And saw you play the Babbi with great skill , 
As if , by leaning o'er so many years 
To walk with littlechildren, your own will 
Had caught a childish attitude from theirs, 
A kind of stooping in its form and gait, 
And could no longer stand erect and straight 
Whenoe come you now? 

FBIAR CUTHBERT. 

From the old monastery 
OfHirschau, in the forest; beingsent 
Upon a pilgrimage to Benevent, 
To see the Image of the Virgin Mary , 
That moves its holy eyes , and sometimes speaks , 
And lets the piteous tears run down its cheeks , 
To touch the hearts of the impenitent. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

O, hadifaith, asinthedaysgoneby, 
That knew no doubt , and feared no mystery 1 

LUCiFER, atadütance. 
Ho, Chithbertl Friar CuthbertI 

FRIAR CUTHBERT. 

Farewell, Princel 
I cannot stay to argue and conyince. 
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FRINCnS HENRY. 

This is indeed the blessed Mar/s land, 

Virgin and Mother of our dear Bedeemer ! 

All hearts are touched and softened at her name ; 

Alike the bandit , with the bloody band, 

The priest, theprince, thescholar, andthepeasant, 

The man of deeds , the visionary dreamer , 

Fay homage to her as one ever presentl 

And even as children, who have much offended 

A too indulgent father , in great shame, 

Penitent, and yet not daring unattended 

To go into bis presence , at the gate 

Speak with their sister, and confiding wait 

Till she goes in before and intercedes; 

Somen, repentingoftheirevil deeds, 

And yet not venturing rashly to draw near 

With their reqnests an angry father's ear, 

Offer to her their prayers and their confession, 

And she for them in heaven makes intercession. 

And if our Faith had given us nothing more 

Than this example of all womanhood, 

So mild, somerciful, sostrong, sogood, 

Sopalient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure, 

This were enough to prove it higher and truer 

Than all the oreeds the world had knoim before. 

PILGRIMS, chauntmg afar offi 
Urbsccelestis, urbsbeata, 
Supra petram collocata, 
Urbs in portu satis tuto 
De longinquo te saluto , 
Tesaluto, tesuspiro, 
Teaffecto, terequirol 
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THE INN AT GENOA. 
A terrace overlooTdng the sea. Night, 

PRINCE HENRY. 

iTisthesea, itisthesea, 
In all its yague immensity, 
Fading and darkening in the distance ! 
Siient, majestical, and slow , 
The white ships haunt it to and fro, 
With all their ghostly sails unfurled , 
As phantoms from another world 
Haunt the dim confines of existence I 
But ah! how few can comprehend 
Their signals, or to what good end 
From land to land they come and go I 
Upon a sea more vast and dark 
The spirits of the dead embark, 
All Yoya^ng to unknown coasts. 
We wave our farewells firom the shore , 
And they depart , and come no more , 
Or come as phantoms and as ghosts. 

Above the darksome sea of death 

Looms the great life that is to be , 

A land of cloud and mystery , 

A dim mirage, with shapes of men 

Long dead , and passed beyond o\a ken. 

Awe - Struck we gaze , and hold our breath 

Till the fair pageant yanisheth , 

Leaving us in perplexity. 

And doubtful whether it has been 

A Vision of the world unseen, 

Or a bright Image of our own 

Against the sky in vapors thrown. 

LüCiFEB, smgmgfrom(hesea. 
Thoudidstnotmakeit, thou canst not mend it, 
But thou hast the power to end itl 
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The sea is silent, the sea is discreet, 

Deep it lies at thy very feet; 

Theie is no confessor like unto Deathl 

Thou canst not see him, but he is near; 

Thou needest notwhisper above thy breath, 

And he will hear; 

He will answer the questions , 

The vague surmises and suggestions, 

That fill thy soul with doubt and fear 1 

PRINCE HEKRY. 

Thefisherman, who lies afloat, 
With shadowy sail, in yonder boat, 
Is singing sofÜy to the Night! 
But do I comprehend aright 
The meaning of the words he sung 
So sweetly in his native tongue? 
Ah, yesl the sea is still and deep. 
All things within its bosom sleep ! 
A Single Step, and all is o'er; 
Aplunge, abubble, andnomore; 
And thou, dearElsie, wiltbefree 
From maityrdom and agony. 

ELSm , Coming from her Chamber upon the terrace. 
The night is calm and cloudless , 

And stülas still canbe, ; 

And the stars come forth to listen 

To the music of the sea. | 

Theygather, andgather, andgather, | 

Until they crowd the sky , i 

And listen, in breathless silence, 
To the solemn litany. 
It begins in rocky cavems , 
As a Yoice that chaunts alone 
To the pedals of the organ 
In monotonous imdertone ; 
And anon from shelying beaches, 
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And shallow sands beyond, 

In snow- white robes uprising 

The ghostly choirs respond. 

And sadly and unceasing 

The moiumful voice Bings on, 

And the snow- white choirs still ans wer 

Christe eleison! 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Angel of God I thy finer sense perceives 

Celestial and perpetual harmoniesi 

Thy purer soul , that trembies and believes , 

Hears the archangel's trumpet in the breeze , 

And where the forest rolls , or ocean heayes , 

Cecilia'B organ sounding in the seas, 

And tongues of prophets speaking in the leaves. 

But I hear discord only and despair , 

And whispers as of demons in the air 1 



ATSEA. 

IL PADRONE. 

The wind upon our quarter lies , 
And on before the freshening gale , 
That fills the snow -white lateen sali, 
Swiftly onr light felucca flies. 
Around , the billows burst and foam ; 
They lift her o'er the sunken rock , 
They beat her sides with many a shock, 
And then upon their flowing dorne 
They poise her, like a weathercock 1 
Between us and the westem skies 
The hüls of Corsica arise ; 
Eastward, inyonderlong, blueline, 
The snmmits of the Apennine , 
Andsouthwaid, andsl^faraway, 
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Salerno, on its sunny bay. 
You cannot see it, where it lies. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Ah, would that never more mine eyes 
Might see its towers by night or day ! 

ELSIE. 

Behind us , dark and awfuUy , 
There comes a cloud out of the sea, 
That beaiB the form of a hunted deer , 
With hide of brown, and hoofs of black, 
And antlers laid upon its back , 
And fleeing fast and wüd with fear, 
As if the hounds were on its track 1 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Lo! whilewegaze, it breaks and falls 

In shapeless masses, like the walls 

Of a biunt city. Broad and red 

The fires of the descending siin 

Glare through the Windows , and o'erhead , 

Athwartthevapors, denseanddun, 

Long shafts of silvery light arise, 

Like rafters that support the skies I 

ELSIE. 

See ! from its summit the lurid levin 
Flashes downward without waming, 
As Lucifer, son of the moming, 
Fell from the battlements of heaven! 

IL PADRONE. 

Imustentreatyou, friends, belowl 

The angry storm begins to blow, 

For the weather changes with the moon. 

AU this moming, unSnoon, 

We had baffling winds , and sudden flaws 

Struck the sea with their cat's -paws. 

Only a little hour ago 
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I was whistling to Saint Antonio 

For a capfiil of wind to fill our sail, 

And instead of a breeze he has sent a gaie. 

Last night I saw Saint Ebno's stars , 

Withtheirgiimmeringlantems, allatplay 

On the tops of the masts and the tips of the spars , 

And I knew we should have foul weather to-day. 

Cheerly, myheartiesl yoheaveho! 

Brddupthemainsail, andlethergo 

As the winds will and Saint Antonio 1 

Do you see that Livomese felucca, 
That vessel to the windwaid yonder, 
Running with her gunwale under? 
I was looking when the wind o*ertook her. 
She had all sail set, and the only wonder 
Ib, that at once the strength of the blast 
Did not carry away her mast 
She is a galley of the Qran Duca, 
That, through the fear of the Algerines , 
Convoys those lazy brigantines, 
Laden with wine and oü firom Lucca. 
Now all is ready, high and low; 
Blow, blow, good Saint Antonio 1 

Hai that is the firstdashof the rain, 
With a sprinkle of spray above the rails , 
Just enough to moisten our sails, 
And make them ready for the strain. 
See how she leaps, as the blasts o'ertake her, 
And speeds away with a bone in her mouthl 
Now keep her head toward the south, 
And there is no danger of bank or breaker. 
With the breeze behind us , on we go ; 
Nottoomuch, good Saint Antonio I 
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VI. 

THE SCHOOL OF SALERNO. 

A travelUng Sckolastic affvxxag Tiis Theses to (he gate of Ihe College, 

SCHOLASTIC. 

There, thatismygauntlet, mybanner, mysliield, 

Hung up as a challenge to all tlie field I 

One hundred and twenty-five propositions, 

Which I will maintain with the sword of the tongue 

Against all disputants, old and young. 

Let US see if doctors or dialecticians 

Will dare to dispute my definitions, 

Or attack any one of my leamed theses. 

Here stand I; the end shall be as God pleases. 

I think I have proved , by profound researches, 

The error of all those doctrines so vicious 

Of the old Areopagite Dionysius , 

That are making such terrible work in the churches , 

By Michael the Stammerer sent from the East, ^ 

And done into Latin by that Scottish beast, 

Erigena Johannes , who dares to mcdntain , 

In the face of the truth, the error infernal, 

That the universe is and must be etemal; 

At first laying down, as a faet fundamental, 

That nothing with God can be accidental; 

Then asserting that God before the creation 

Could not have existed, because it is piain 

That, hadheexisted, he would have created ; 

Which is begging the question that should be debated. 

And moyeth me less to anger than laughter. 

Allnature, heholds, is a respiration 
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Of theSpiritof God, who, inbreathing, hereafter 
Will inhale it into his bosom again, 
So that nothing bnt God alone will remun. 
And therein he contradicteth himself ; 
For he opens the whole discussion by stating, 
That God can only exist in creating. 
That quefition I think I have laid on the shelf ! 
He goes out, Two Doctors come in disputing, and followed by 
pupils, 

DOCTOR SERAFINO. 

I, withtheDoctorSeraphic, maintain, 
That a word which is only conceived in the brain 
Is a type of etemal Generation; 
The spoken word is the Incamation. 

DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

WTiat do I care for the Doctor Seraphic , 
With all his wordy chaffer and traffic? 

DOCTOR SERAFINO. 

You inake but a paltry show of resistance; 
Universals have no real existence 1 

DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

Your words are but idle and empty chatter; 
Ideas are etemally joined to matter 1 

DOCTOR SERAFINO. 

May the Lord have mercy on your posiüon, 
You wretched, wrangling cuÜer of herbs 1 

DOCTOR CHERUBINO. 

May he send your soul to etemal perdition, 
For your Treatise on the Irregulär Verbs! 

They rush out fighting. Two Scholar 8 come in, 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Monte Cassino, then, is your College. 
What think you of ours here at Salem? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



128 THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 

SEGOND SCHOLAR« 

To teil the truth, I amyed so lately , 
I hardly yet have had time to discem. 
Somuoli, atleast, lamboundtoacknowledge: 
The air seems healthy , the buildings stately , 
And on the whole I like it greaüy. 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

Yes, theairissweet; the Calabrian hüls 

Send U8 down puffe of mountain air; 

And in summer-time the sea-breeze filis 

With its coohiess cloister, andcourt, and Square. 

Then at every season of the year 

There are crowds of guests and trayellers here; 

Pilgrims, andmendicantfriars, andtraders 

From the Levant , with figs and wine , 

And bands of wounded and sick Crusaders, 

Coming back from Palestine. 

SECOND SCHOLAR. 

And what are the studies you pursue ? 
What is the course you here go through? 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

The first three years of the College course 
Are given to Logic alone , as the source 
OfaUthatis noble, andwise, andtrue. 

SBCOND SCHOLAR. 

That seems rather stränge , I must confess, 
InaMedicalSchool; yet, nevertheless, 
You doubtless have reasons for that 

FIRST SCHOLAR. 

O, yesl 
For none but a clever dialectician 
Can hope to become a great physician; 
That has been settled long ago. 
Logic makes an important part 
Of the mystery of the healbig art; 
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For ^thout it how could you hope to show 
That nobody knows so much as you know? 
After this there axe five years more 
DeTOted wholly to medicine, 
With lectures on chirorgical lere, 
And dissections of the bodies of swine, 
As likest the human fonn divine. 

SECOin> SCHOLAR. 

What axe the books now most in vogue? 

BIRST SCHOLAR. 

Quite an extensive catalogue; 
Mostly, however, books of our own; 
As Gariopontus' Passionarius, 
And the writings of Matthew Flatearius; 
And a Yolume universally known 
As the Regimen of the School of Salem, 
For Bobert of Normandy written in terse 
And very elegant Latin verse. 
Each of these writings has its tum. 
And when at length we have finished these, 
Then comes the stmggle for degrees, 
With all the oldest and ablest critics ; 
The public thesis and disputation, 
Question, andanswer, and explanation 
Of a passage out of Hippocrates , 
Or Aristotle's Analytics. 
There the triumphant Magister Stands 1 
A book is solemnly placed in his hands , 
On which he swears to follow the mle 
And ancient forms of the good old School; 
To report if any confectionarius 
Mingles his dmgs with matters yarious , 
And to yisit his patients twice a day , 
And once in the night, if they live in town , 
And if they are poor, to take no pay. 
Having faithfully promised these, 
hongfellow. IL 
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His head is crowned with a laurel crown ; 

A kisB on his cheek , a ring on his hand , 

The Magister Artium et Physices 

Goes forth from the school like a lord of the land. 

And now, as we have the whole moming before us , 

Let US go in , if you make no objection , 

And listen awhile to a leamed prelection 

On Marcus Aurelius Gassiodorus. 

They go in, Bnter Lucifbr as a Doctor, 

LÜCIFER. 

This is the great School of Salem I 

A land of vrangling and of quarreb , 

Of brains that seethe , and hearts that bum , 

Where every emulous scholar hears, 

In every breath that comes to his ears, 

The rustling of another*s laureis I 

The air of the place is called salubrious; 

The neighborhood of VesuYius lends it 

An odor Tolcanic , that rather mends it , 

And the buildings have an aspect lugubrious , 

That inspires a feeling of awe and terror 

Into the heart of the beholder, 

And befits such an ancient homestead of error, 

Where the old falsehoods moulder and smoulder, 

And yearly by many hundred hands 

Are carried away, in the zeal of youth, 

And sown like tares in the field of truth, 

To blossom and ripen in other lands. 

What have we here, aflBxed to the gate? 
The challenge of some scholastic wight, 
Who wishes to hold a public debate 
On sundry questions wrong or right I 
Ah, now this ismy great delightl 
For I have often observed of late 
That such discussions end in a fight 
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iiet 118 see what the leamed wag maintains 
Wlth saoh a prodigal waste of brains. 

Reads. 
" Whether angels in moTing from place to place 
Pass through the intermediate space. 
Whether God himself is the author of evil, 
Or whether that is the work of the DeviL 
When, where, and whereforeLucifer feil, 
And whether he now is chained in hell." 

I think I can answer that question well 1 

So long as the boastM human mind 

Gonsents in such mills as this to grind , 

I sit very firmly upon my throne 1 

Of a tnith it aknost makes me laugh, 

To see men leaving the golden graln 

To gather in piles the pitiful chaff 

That old Feter Lombard thrashed with his brain, 

To haye it caught up and tossed again 

On the homs of the Dumb Oz of Cologne I 

But my guests approach I there is in the air 

A firagrance, like that of the Beautiful Garden 

Of Paradise , in the days that were 1 

Anodorofinnocence, andofprayer, 

And of loTe , and faith that never fails, 

Such as the fresh young heart exhales 

Before it begins to wither and harden I 

I cannot breathe such an atmospherel 

My soul is filled with a nameless fear, 

That, alter all my trouble and pain, 

After all my restless endeavor, 

The youngest, fairest soul of the twain, 

Themostethereal, most diyine, 

Will escape firom my hands for evei and ever. 

But the other is already mine I 

Let him live to corrupt his race, 

9« 
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Breathiog among them , with every breath, 
Weakness, Belfishness, andthebase 
And pasillanimous fear of death. 
I know bis nature, and I know 
Tbat of all wbo in my ministry 
Wander the great earth to and firo, 
And on my errands come and go, 
The safest and subtlest are ftudi as be. 

Enter Princx Henbt and Elsib , wüh attendants, 

PRIKCE HENRY. 

Can you direct us to Friar Angelo ? 

LUCIFBB. 

He Stands before you. 

PBINCE HENRY. 

Then you know our porpose. 
I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck , and this 
The maiden that I spake of in my letters. 

LUCIFBR. 

It is a very grave and solemn businessl 
We must not be precipitate. Does she 
Withoutcompulsion, ofherown free will. 
Consent to this? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Against all Opposition, 
Againstall prayers, entreaties, protestations. 
She will not be persuaded. 

LÜCIFER. 

That is Strange 1 
Have you thought well of it? 

ELSIB. 

I come not here 
Toargue, buttodie. Your business is not 
To question , but to kill me. I am ready. 
I am impaüent to be gone from here 
Ere any thoughts of earth disturb again 
The spirit of tranquÜlity within me. 
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PRINCE HENRY. 

Would I had not come here ! Would I were dead, 
And thou wert in thy cottage in the forest, 
And hadst not known me i Why haye I done this ? 
Let me go back and die. 

ELSIB. 

Itcannotbe; 
Not if these cold, flat stones on which we tread 
Were coulters heated white , and yonder gateway 
Fiamed like a fiimace with a sevenfold heat. 
I muBt fulfil my purpose. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Iforbidit! 
Not one step farther. For I only meant 
To put thus far thy courage to the proof. 
It ifl enough. I, too, haye courage to die, 
For thou hast taught me ! 

ELSIE. 

OmyPrincel remember 
Your promises. Let me fulfil my errand. 
You do not look on life and death as I do. 
There are two angels, that attend unseen 
Each one of us, and in great books record 
Our good and evil deeds. He who writes down 
The good ones, after eyery action closes 
His yolume , and ascends with it to God. 
The other keeps his dreadful day-book open 
Till sunset, that we may repent; which doing, 
The record of the action fades away, 
And leayes a line of white across the page. 
New if my act be good, as I belieye, 
It cannot be recalled. It is already 
Sealed up in heayen , as a good deed accomplished. 
The rest is yours. Whywaityou? lamready. 

To her attendants. 
Weepnot, myfriendsl rather rejoioe with me. 
I shall not feel the pun , bot shali be gone, 
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And jou will haye another friend In heayen. 
Then start not at the creaking of the door 
Through which I pass. I see what lies beyond it 

To Princb Henby. 
And you, O Prince 1 bear back my benison 
Unto my father^s house , and all within it 
This moming in the church I prayed for them, 
After confession, after absolution, 
When my whole soul was white, I prayed for them. 
God will take care of them , they need me not. 
And in your life let my remembrance linger, 
As something not to trouble and distiirb it, 
Bat to complete it, adding life to life. 
And if at times beside the eyening fire 
You see my face among the other faces, 
Let it not be regarded as a ghost 
That haonts your house, but as a guest that loyes you. 
Nay, eyen as one of your own family, 
Without whose presence there were something wanting. 
I haye no more to say. Let us go in. 

PRINCB HENRY. 

Friar Angelo ! I Charge you on your life, 
Belieye not what she says , for she is mad, 
And comes here not to die , but to be healed. 

ELSIE. 

Alas! Prince Henry! 

LUCIFBR. 

Comewith me; thisway. 

Elsib goes in wiik Lucifer, toho ihrusts Prince Henry back 
and closes the door» 

PRINCE HENRY. 

Gonet and the light of all my life gone with her! 
A Budden darkness falls upon the world I 
O , what a yile and abject thing am I, 
That purchase length of days at such a cost I 
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Not by her death alone , but by the death 
Of all that 's good and txue and noble in me I 
Allmanhood, excellence, and self-respect, 
AllloYe, andfaith, andhope, and heart are dead! 
All my ddvine nobility of nature 
By Uns one act is forfeited for eyer. 
I am a Prince in nothing bat in name 1 

To the attendants, 
Why did you let this hoirible deed be done? 
Why did you not lay hold on her, and keep her 
From selMestruction? Angelo! murderer! 

Struggles at ihe doovj but cannot open iU 

ELSIE toithm. 
Farewell, dear Prince! farewelll 

PBINCB HENRY. 

Unbar the door! 

LUCIFER. 

Itis toolatel 

PRINCE HENRY. 

It shall not be too late l 
They burst ihe door open and rush in. 



THE COTTAGE JN THE ODENWALD. 
Ursula spinning, Summer aftemoon, A table spread, 

URSUIA. 

I HA VE marked it well , — it must be true , — 
Death never takes one alone , but two 1 
Whenever he enters in at a door, 
Under roof of gold or roof of thatch, 
He always leaves it upon the latch, 
And comes again ere the year is o'er. 
Neyer one of a household only I 
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Perhaps it is a mercy of God, 
Lest the dead there under the sod, 
Inthe land of strängen, should be lonely! 
Ahmel Ithinklamlonelierhere! 
It is hard to go , — but harder to stay ! 
Were it not for the children, I should pray 
That Death would take me vithin the yearl 
And GotÜieb ! — he is at work all day, 
In the sunny field , or the forest murk, 
Bat I know that his thougjits are far away, 
I know that his heart is not in his work ! 
And when he comes home to me at night 
He is not cheery , but sits and sighs, 
And I see the great tears in his eyes, 
And try to be cheerful for his sake. 
Only the children*s hearts are light 
Mineisweary, and ready to break. 
God help US I I hope we haye done right ; 
We thought we were acting for the best! 

Loohing tkrough (he open door, 
Who is it Coming under the trees? 
A man, in the Frince*s livery dressed! 
He looks about hlm with doubtful face, 
As if unoertain of the place. 
He stops at the beehives ; — now he sees 
The garden gate; — he is going pastl 
Can he be afraid of the bees? 
No; he is Coming in at last! 
He fills my heart with stränge alarm ! 

JEnter a Forester, 

FORESTER. 

Is this the tenant Gottlieb*s farm? 

UBBÜLA. 

This is his farm, andlhiswife. 

Pray sit. What may your business be ? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE GOLDBN LEGEND. 137 

FORESTBR. 



News from the Prince ! 

XTRSULA. 

Ofdeathorüfe? 

FORESTEJEU 

You put your questions eagerlyl 

UR8T7LA. 

Answerme, then! How is the Prince? 

FORESTEB. 

I left bim only two hours since 
Homeward retuming down the river, 
Ab strong and well as if God, the CKver, 
Had giyen him back his youth again. 

XTRSULA, despairing, 
ThenElsie, mypoorchild, isdead! 

FORESTEB. 

That, mygoodwoman, I have not said. 
Don't croBs the bridge tili you come to it, 
Is a proverb old, and of excellent wit 

URSULA. 

Keep me no longer in this pain! 

FORBSTER. 

It is true your daughter is no more ; — 
That is, the peasant she was before. 

URSULA. 

Alasl I am simple and lowlybred, 
I am poor, distracted, and forlom. 
And it is not well that you of the court 
Should moek me thus, and make a i^ort 
Of a joyless mother whose child is dead, 
Foryou, too, wereof mother boml 
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FORESTER. 

Your daughter lives , and the Prince is well I 
You will leam ere long how it all befell. 
Her heart for a moment neyer failed ; 
But when they reached Salemo's gate, 
The Prince*8 nobler seif preyailed, 
And saved her for a nobler fate. 
And he was healed, in his despair, 
B j the touch of St Matthew*s sacred bonos ; 
Though I think the long ride in the open air, 
That pilgrimage over Stocks and stones, 
In the miracle must come in for a share I 

URSULA. 

Virgin 1 who lovest the poor and lowly, 

If the loud cry of a mothex^s heart 

Can ever ascend to where thou art, 

Into thy blessed hands and holy 

fteceive my prayer of praise and thanksgiving. 

Let the hands that bore our Saviour bear it 

Into the awful presence of God; 

For thy feet with holiness are shod. 

And if thou bearest it he will hear it. 

Our child who was dead again is living ! 

FORBSTBR. 

I did not teil you she was dead ; 

If you thought so 't was no fault ofmine; 

At this yery moment, while I speak, 

They are sailing homeward down the Khineiy 

In a splendid bärge , with golden prow, 

And decked with banners white and red 

As the colors on your daughtei^s cheek. 

They call her the Lady Alicia now ; 

For the Prince in Salemo made a vow 

That Elsie only would he wed. 
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TSRBWA. 

Jesu Maria! i¥hat a change ! 

All seems to me so weird and stränge ! 

FOKESTBR. 

I saw her standing on the deck, 

Beneath an awning cool and shady, 

Her cap of velvet could not hold 

The tresses of her hair of gold, 

That flowed and floated like the stream, 

And feil in masses down her neck. 

A& fair and lovely did she seem 

As in a story or a dream 

Some beauti^l and foreign lady. 

And the Pnnce looked so grand and proud, 

And waved his hand thus to the crowd 

That gazed and shouted from the shore, 

All down the river, long and loud. 

UBSTJLA. 

We shall behold our child once more ; 
She is not dead 1 She is not dead I 
Ood, listening, must have overheard 
Theprayers, that, without sound or word, 
Onr hearts in secrecy have said! 
O, bring meto her; formine eyes 
Are hungry to behold her face ; 
My very soul within me cries ; 
My yery hands seem to caress her, 
Toseeher, gazeather, andblessher; 
Dear Elsie , child of God and grace 1 

Goes out toward the garden, 

FOBESTER. 

There goes the good woman out of her head; 
And Gottlieb's supper is waiting here ; 
A yery capacious flagon of beer, 
And a very portentous loaf of bread. 
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One would say his grief did not macli oppress hixn. 
Here 's to the health of the Frince , Qod bles« him ! 

He drinks. 
Hai it buzzes and stings like a hometl 
And what a scene there , through the door t 
The forest behind and the gaxden before, 
And midway an old man of threescore, 
With a wife and children that caress him. 
Let me try still further to cheer and adom it 
With a merry , echoing blast of my comet l 
Goes out blowing Jus hörn. 



THE CASTLE OF VAUTSBERG ON THE RHINE. 

Princb Henry and Elsib standing on the ierrace ai evening, 
The sound ofhells heard firom a distance» 

PRINCB HENRT. 

We are alone. The wedding guests 
Ride down the hill, with plumes and cloaks, 
And the descending dark invests 
The Niederwald, andallthenests 
Among ita hoar and haunted oaks. 

BLSIE. 

What bells are those , that ring so slow, 
So mellow, musical, and low? 

PRINCB HENRY. 

They are the bells of Geisenheim, 
That with their melancholy chime 
Bing out the curfew of the sun. 

ELSIB. 

Listen, beloved. 
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PRmCE HENRY. 

Theyaredonel 
DeaxElsie! many years ago 
Those same soft bells at eyentide 
Kang in the ears of Gharlemagne, 
As , seated by Fastrada's side 
At Ingelheim, in all his pride 
He heard their sound with secret pain. 

EL6IE. 

Their yoices only speak to me 
Of peace and deep tranquillity, 
And endless confidence in thee) 

PBINCE HENRY. 

Thou knowest the story of her ring, 
How, when the court went back to Aix, 
Fastrada died; and how the king 
Sat watching by her night and day, 
Till into one of the blue lakes, 
"Which water that delicious land, 
They cast the ring , drawn from her band ; 
And the great monarch sat serene 
And sad beside the fated shore, 
Nor left the land for eyer more. 

ELSIE. 

That was true love. 

PRINCE HENRY. 

For him the queen 
Ne*er did what thou hast done for me. 

ELSIE. 

Wilt thou as fond and faithM be? 
Wilt thou so loye me after death? 

PRINCE HENRY. 

In life's delight, in death*s dismay, 
Instormandsunshine, night and day, 
In health, in siokness, in decay, 
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Hereandhereafter, lamthinet 
Thou hast Fattroda ■ ring. Beneath 
The calm, blue waten of thine eyes 
Deep in thy steadfast soul it lies, 
And, nndisturbed by this world's breath, 
With magic light its jewels shine I 
This golden ring, which thou hast wom 
Upon thy finger since the morn, 
Is but a Symbol and a semblance, 
An outward fashion , a remembrance, 
Of what thou wearest within unseen, 
OmyFastrada, Omyqueenl 
Behold I the hiU-tops all aglow 
With purple and with amethyst; 
While the whole yalley deep below 
Isfilled, and seems to oyei^ow, 
With a fast-rising tide ofmist. 
The eyening air grows damp and chill; 
Let US go in. 

ELSIB* 

Ah, not so soon. 
Seeyonderfire! Itisthemoon 
Slow rising o'er the eastem hill. 
It glimmers on the forest tips, 
And through the dewy foliage drips 
In little rivulets of light, 
And makes the heart in loye with night. 

PBINCB HBNRT. 

Oft on this terrace, whentheday 
Was dosing, haye I stood and gazed, 
And Seen the landscape fade away, 
And the white yapors rise and drown 
Hamlet and yineyard, tower and town, 
While far aboye the hill-tops blazed. 
But then another band than thine 
Was gently held and clasped in mine; 
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Another head upon my breast 
Wasiaid, asthineisnow, atrest 
Whj dost thou lift those tender eyes 
^ith so much sorrowand surprise? 
Aminstrers, not a maiden*s band, 
Was that which in my own was pressed. 
A manly form nsurped thy place, 
Abeautiful, but bearded face, 
That now is In the Holy Land, 
Yet in my memory from afar 
Is shining on us like a star. 
But linger not For while I speak, 
A sheeted spectre white and tall, 
The cold mist climbs the oastle wall, 
And lays bis band upon thy cheek I 
Theygoin, 
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EPILOGUE. 



THE TWO RECORDING ANGELS ASCENDING. 

THE ANGEL OF OOOD DEBDS, loiih Closed book, 

GoD sent his messenger the rain, 
And Said unto the mountain brook, 
"Bise up , and from thy cayems look 
Andleap, withnaked, snow-white feet, 
From the cool hüls into the heat 
Ofthebroad, aridplain.** 

God sent his messenger of faith, \ 
And whispered in the maiden's heart, 
" Rise up , and look from where thou ar^ 
And scatter with unselfish hands 
Thy freshness on the harren sands 
And solitudes of Death.** 

O beauty of holiness, 

Of self-forgetfulness , of lowliness I 

O power of meekness, 

Whose very gentleness and weakness 

Are like the yielding, but irresistible airl 

Upon the pages 

Of the sesded Yolume that I bear, 

The deed divine 

Is dritten in characters of gold, 

That never shall grow old, 

But through all ages 
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Burn and shine, 

With soft effulgence! 

O God! it is thy indulgence 

Tkat fills the world with the bliss 

Of a good deed like this ! 

THB ANGEL OF EVIL DEEDS, tCÜh Open hook. 

Notyet, notyet 

Is the red sun wholly set, 

But eTermore recedes, 

While open still I bear 

The Book of £yil Deeds, 

To let the breathings of the upper air 

Visit its pages and erase 

The records firom its face ! 

Fainter and fainter as I gaze 

In the broad blaze 

The glinunering landscape shines, 

And below me the black river 

Is hidden by wreaths of yapor I 

Fainter and fainter the black lines 

Begin to quiyer 

Along ihc whitening surface of the paper ; 

Shade after shade 

The tecrible words grow faint and fade, 

And in their place 

Runs a white space ! 

Down goes the sun I 
But the soul of one, 
Who by repentance 
Has escaped the dreadful sentence, 
Shines bright below me as I look. 
Itistheend! 
With dosed Book 
To God do I ascend. 
LongfeAovi. //. Xq 
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Lo! OTer the mountain steeps 

A dark, gigantic shadow sweeps 

Beneathmyfeet; 

A blackness inwardly brightening 

With sullen heat, 

As a storm-cloud lurid with lightning. 

And a cry of lamentation, 

Repeated and again repeated, 

Beep and loud 

As the reverberation 

Of cloud answering unto cloud, 

Swells and roUs away in the distance, 

As if the sheeted 

Lightning retreated, 

Baffled and thwarted by the wind's resistance. 

It is Lucifer, 

The son of mystery; 

And since God suffers him to be, 

He, too, is God's minister, 

And labors for some good 

By US not understood 1 
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NOTES. 



Ths Golds» Lzosmb. The old Legenda Aurea, or Golden Legend, 
wu originally written In Latin, in the thirteenth Century, by Jacobus de 
Yoragine, a Dominioan flriari who afterwards became Archbishop of 
Genoa, and dled in 1393. 

He called bif book timply "LegendB of tbe Saint«.** The epithet of 
Goiden waa glven it by hit admlrers; for, as Wynkin de Worde says, 
**Like aa passetb gold in valne all other metals, so this Legend exceedeth 
all other books.** But Edward Leigh, in muoh distress of mind, calls it 
**a book written by a man of a leaden heart for tbe basenesse of the 
errours, that are withoat wit or reason, and of a brazen forehead, for his 
impndent boldnesse in reporting things so fabnlous and incredlble.** 

Thia work, the great text-bock of the legendary lore of the Middle 
Ages, was translated into French in the fonrteenth Century by Jean de 
Vignay, and in the fifteenth into English by William Caxton. It has lately 
been made more aeeeasible by a new French translation: La Ligende 
Doräe, traduite dti Latin, par M. G.B. Paris, 1860. There is acopy of 
the original, with the Gesta Longobardorum appended, in the Ilarvard 
College Library, Cambridge, printed at Strasburg, 1496. The title-page 
is wanting; and the voIume begins trith the Tabula Legendorwn, 

I bave ealled this poem the Golden Legend, becanse the story npon 
wbich it is fonnded seems to me to surpass all other legends in beauty and 
signiAcance. It ezhibits, amid the eorruptions of the Middle Ages, the 
▼irtne dt disinterestedness and self-saorifioe, and the power of Faith, 
Hope, and Charity, snfficient for all the exigencles of life and death. 
The Story is told, and perhaps invented, by Hartmann von der Aue, a 
Minnesinger of the twelfth Century. The original may be fonnd in Mailäth*s 
Mtdeuteche Gedichte, with a modern German yersion. There ia another in 
Maibach*s Volkibücher, Ko. 83. 



Lux, Dvz, Lbx, Bxz. On the northem wall of the ehnreh of St. Pierre 
de Dorat Is scnlptured a simple Greek eross with this inscription. It 
reprosents tbe Gross as the light and gnidc and law and ruler of the world. 

10* 
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These all oentre in the Crosa , and radlate from it. See Didron , koruh 
graphie, p. 408; MiUington*« Translation , I. 899. 

Page 3. Fmr the$e hüU hav« heM amnnted 
And bapH$ed wUh holy water I 

The Conaecratlon and Baptiam of Bella la one of the moat enriona 
oeremoniea of the Charch in the Middle Agea. The Conncil of Cologne 
ordained aa followa: — 

**Let the belle be bleaaed, aa the trampeta of the Chnreh militant, by 
whioh the people are aaaembled to hear the word of God; the olergy to 
annonnce hia meroy by day, and hia tratb in their noctarnal vigila: tbat by 
their aoand the falthfhl may be invited to prayera, and that the apirit of 
derotion in them may be increaaed. The fathers bare also maintained 
that demona affirighted by the aoand of belle ealling Chriatiana to prayera, 
wonld flee away; and when they fled, the peraona of the faithfal wonld be 
aeenro; that the deatrnction of lightninga and whirlwinda wonld be 
averted, and the apirita of the atorm defeated.** — Edinburgh Encyclop€edia, 
Art. Belli. See also Schelble*a iOoiter, VI. 776. 

Page 85. U is the nuUediction of Eee! 

**Neo eaaea plua qaam femina, qn» nane etiam Tiros tranacendia, et 
qum maledictionem Ev» In benediotionem rertiatl Mari«.** -~ SpUtola 
Abalardi nOeteta, 

Page 58. To come back to my text! 

In giving thla aermon of Friar Gnthbert aa a apecimen of the Rinn 
Pasckales, or street-preaohing of the monka at Eaater, I have exaggerated 
nothing. Thia rery anecdote , offenaiTe aa It ia , comea from a diacourae 
of Father Barletta, a Dominican flriar of the fifteenth centnry, whoae fame 
aa a popnlar preacher waa ao great. that it gave riae to the prorerb, 
Netcit predieare 
Q%i nesett Barlettare. 

**Among the abnaea introduced in thia oentary/* aaya Tiraboachi, 
"waa that of oxciting from the pnlplt the langhter of the hearera; aa if 
that were the aame thing aa oonrertlng them. We have examplea of thia, 
not only in Italy, bnt alao in Franoe, where the aermona of Xenot and 
Maillard, and of othera , who wonld make a better appearanee on the stage 
than in the pnlpit, are atiU celebrated for snoh foUies.** 

If the reader ia enriona to see how far the f^eedom of apeech wu 
«arried in theae popnlar aermona, he ia referred to Scheible*« Kloeter, 
Vol. I., where he will find extracta from Abraham a Sancta Clara, Sebaatiatt 
Frank, and othera; and in particnlar an anonymona diaeoarse calledüM^ 
Grdnel der Verwüstung, The Abomination of Deaolation, preached at 
Ottakring, a TiUage weat of Vienna, November 25, 1782, in whiehthe 
license of langnage ia carried to ita ntmoat limit. 

See alao PrMicatoriana , ov RMlations tinguliere» et ammsaniet tat 
Ue Prädicatenrs; par G. P. Philomneste, (Menln.) Thla work contabü 
«xtracta from the popnlar aermona of St« Vincent Ferrler, Barletta. MeQOt| 
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Xalllard, Karini, Ranlin, Valladier, De Beste , Camat, P%re Andrd, 
Bening, and the most eloquent of all, Jacques Brydaine. 

My anthority for tbe spiritnal Interpretation of bell-ringing, which 
follows« is Durandns, Ration» Dwin» Offic, Lib. I. cap. 4. 

Page 68. ThsNatititt: a Miracle-Play. 

A singolar ehapter in the history of the Hiddle Agea is that whioh 
gires account of the early Christian Drama, the Mysteriös, Koralities, 
andMlraclo-Piays, which were at first performed in charohes, andaftcr- 
wards in the streets, on fized or movable stages. For the most part, the 
Mysteriös were founded on the historie portions of the Old and New Testa* 
ments, and the Miracle -Plays on the lives of Saints; a distinotion not 
always observed, however, for in Mr. Wrighfs '* Early Mysterles and 
other Latin Poems of the Twelilh and Thirteenth Centuries/* the Resur- 
reotion of Lazarus is called a Mirade, and not a Mystcry. The Moratities 
were plays, in which the Virtues and VIoes were personified. 

The earliest religious play , whioh has been preserved , is the ChriitOi 
Paschon of Gregory Nazianzen, written in Greek, In the fourth oontury. 
Next to this come the remarkable Latin plays of Roswitha, the Nun of 
Gandersheim, in the tenth oentury, which t thongh crnde andwantingin 
artistic oonstruction , are marked by a good deal of dramatic power and 
interest. A handsome edition of these plays, wlth a French translation, 
has been lately published, entltled TMatre deRotsvitha^ Religimue alle- 
wumde du X* Stiele. Par Charlet Magnin, Paris, 1846. 

The most important colleotions of English Mysteriös and Miraole-Plays 
are those known as the Townley, the ehester, and the Goventry Plays, 
The first of these colleotions has been published by the Surtees Society, 
and the other two by the Shakespeare Society. In bis Introduction to the 
Coventry Mysterles, the editor, Mr. Halliwell, quotes the followlng 
passage from Dngdalo*s AHtiquities of Warwickthire : — 

**Before the suppression of the monasterles, this eity was rery famons 
for the pageants, Chat were played therein, npon Corpus-Christi day; 
whioh, oooasioning Tery great eonfluence of people thlther, from far and 
near , was of no small beneflt thereto ; whioh pageants being acted with 
mighty State and reverence by the firiars of this honse, had theaters for 
the severall scenes , very large and high , placed apon wheels , and drawn 
to all the eminent parte of the olty, for the better advantage of spectators : 
and contain*d the story of the New Testament, composed into old English 
Bithme , as appeareth by an anclent MS. intitnled Luiut Corporü' Christi, 
or Ludnt Con9entrt€B, l have been told by some old people , who in their 
yonnger years were eyewitnesses of these pageants so acted, that the 
yearly eonflnenoe of people to see that shew was extraordinary great, and 
jielded no small advantage to this oity.** 

Tha representation of religious plays has not yet been wholly dlscon* 
tinaed by the Roman Ohnroh. At Ober*Ammergan , in the Tyrol, a grand 
fpectaele of this Und is ezhiblted onoe in ten years. A Tery graphio 
description of that whieh took place in the year 1850 is giren by Miss Anna 
Mary Ho Witt, in her "Art-Stadent in Monioh,** yol.LChap.iy. She sayst— 
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** We had come expectlng to feel oar sonli rerolt at so material * 
repretentation of Christ« as aay representatton of him we natnrally 
imaglned mnst be in a psasanfs Mirade-Play. Yet so flnr, stränge to 
confess, neither horror, disgüst, nor contempt was «zoited in oar minds* 
Snob an eamest solemnity and simplioity breatbed throngbont the whole of 
the Performance, that to me, at least, any tbing like anger, or a per- 
oeptionof tbe Indlcroas, wonld bav« seemed more irrererent on mypart 
tban was this simple , childlike rendering of the snblime Christian tragedy* 
We feit at times as thoogb tbe Agares of Gimabae's, Giotto*s and Peragino*s 
plctnres bad become animated, and were moving before as; tbere was the 
same simple arrangement and brilliant oolor of drapery, — the same 
earnest, qaiet dignity aboat tbe beads, wbilst the entire absenoe of all 
theatrical effect wonderfblly inereased the Illusion« Thsre were soenes 
and groups so eztraordinarily like tbe early Italian pictures, tbat yoa 
conid ha7e declared they were tbe works of Giotto and Peragino, and not 
living men and women, had not the Agares moved and spoken, and the 
breeze stirred their richly colored drapery, and the san east long, moving 
shadows bebind them on the «tage. These effeots of sanshine and sbadow, 
and of drapery fluttered by tbe wind, were rery striking and beaatiftal; 
one could Imagine how tbe Greeks must have arailed tbemselres of sacb 
striking effects in their theatres open to tbe sky.** 

Mr. Bayard Taylor, in bis '^Eldorado,** gives a descriptionof a Mystery 
be saw performed 4t San Lionel , in Mexico. See Vol. th Chap. XI. 

'^A^ainst the wing-wall of tbe Hacienda del Mayo, which oconpied 
one end of the plaza, was raised a platform, on which stood a table 
covered with soarlet doth. A rnde bower of eane-leaves , on one end of 
tbe platform, represented the manger of Bethlehem ; wliile a cord, stretched 
from its top across the plaza to a hole in the front of tbe cbarch, bore a 
large tinsel star, snspended by a hole in its centre. Tbere was qaite a 
crowd in the plaza, and very soon a procession appeared, Coming ap from 
tbe lower part of the village. Tbe three kings took the lead; tbe Virgin, 
monnted on an ass tbat gloried in a gilded saddle and rose-besprinkled 
mane and tail, followed them, led by tbe angel; and several women, with 
cnrious masks of paper, broagbt ap the rear. Two characters of the 
harlequin sort— one with a dog*8 head on bis Shoulders, and the other a 
bald-headed friar, with a hnge hat hanging on bis back — played all sorts 
of antics for the diversion of tbe crowd. After making tbe drcait of tbe 
plaza, the Virgin was taken to tbe platform, and entered the manger. 
King Herod took bis seat at the scarlet table, with an attendant in blae 
coat and red sash, whom I took to be bis Prime Minister. Tbe tbree 
kings remained on their horses in front of the cbarch; bat between them 
and the platform, ander tbe string on which the star was to slide, walked 
two men in long white rohes and blne hoods, with parchment folios in their 
hands. These were the Wise Men of the East, as one might readily know 
from their solemn air, and the mysterions glances which they east towards 
all quarters of the hearens. 

**In a little while, a Company of women on the platform, coneealed 
bebind a curtain, sang an angelio ohoras to tlie tone of *0 pesoator 
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deU*ondA.* At the proper moment, the Magl tumed towsrda the platform, 
followed by the atar, to wblch a strlng wa« conveniently attached, that 
it might be aUd along the line. The three klngs foUowed the atar tUl it 
reacbed the manger, when they dismoanted, and inqnired for the tOTerciga 
whom it had led them to riait. They were invited opon the pUtform, 
and introdaoed to Herod, aa the only klng; thia did not aeem to aatiafy 
them, and, after aome oonveraation, they retired. By thia time the atar 
had reeeded to the other end of the line, and oommenced moring forward 
again, they following. The angel called them into the manger, where, 
npon their kneea, they were ahown a amali wooden box, aappoaed to 
contain the aacred infant; they then retired, and the atar broaght them 
back no more. After thia departnre , King Herod declared hlmaelf greatly 
confiiaed by what he had witneaaed, and waa very mach afraid thia newly • 
foand king would weaken hia power. Upon conaultation with his Prlme 
Minister, the Maaaacre of the Innocenta waa decided npon, aa the only 
meana of aecurity. 

**The angel, on hearing thia, gave warnlng to the Virgin, who qaickly 
got down from the platform, mounted her beapangled donkey, and hurried 
off. Herod'a Prlme Minister directed all the children to be handed up for 
execatlon. A boy, in a ragged aarape, waa caoght and thrnat forward; 
the Minister took him by the heela in aplte of his kicking, and held hif 
head on the table. The little brother and sister of the boy, thinking he 
was really to be decapitated, yelled at the top of their Toicea, in an agony 
of terror, which threw «he crowd into a roar oT langhter. King Herod 
brought down his aword with a whack on the table, and the Prime MI- 
niater , dipping hia bmsh into a pot of white paint which stood before him, 
made a flaring cross on the boy*s face. Several other boys were oaugbt 
and served likewise; and, finally, the two harleqaina, whoae kicka and 
atmgglea nearly ahook down the platform. The processlon then went olf 
np the hill, followed by the whole population of the Tillage. All the 
erening there were fandangos in the mdaon , bonfirea and rocketa on the 
plaza, ringing of belle, and high maaa in the church, with the aocompani* 
ment of two gnitara, tinkling to llvely polkaa.** 

In 1863 there waa a repreaentation of thia kind by Germans in Boston : 
and I have now before me the copy of a play-bill, annoancing the Per- 
formance, on Jane 10, 1852, in Cinclnnati, of the **Great Biblico-Histo- 
rical Drama, the Life of Jesus Christ,** with the characters and the names 
of the performers. 

Page 84. Thx Scriftoriüm. 

A most interestJQg volame might be written on the Galligraphers and 
Ghrysographers , the transeribers and iUaminators of mannscripts in the 
Middle Ages. These men were for the most part monks, who labored, 
sometimes for pleaaare and sometimes for penanee , in multlplying copies 
of the daasica and the Soriptares. 

**Of all bodily labors, which are proper for as.** says Gasalodorns, the 
cid Caiabrian monk, **that of copying books has always been more to my 
taste than aay other. The more ao, aa in thia exerciae the mind ia 
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inatrncted by ihe readlng of the Holy Soriptaret, and It U a kind of homily 
to the othera, ürhom theae books may reaob. It is preaehing with the 
band, by Converting the flngers into tongaea; it ia publiahing to men 
in ailence the worda of aalvatlon; in fine, it ia fighting against the demon 
with pen and ink. Aa niany worda aa a tranacriber writea, ao m«ny wounds 
the demon receivea« In a word, a reölaae, aeaied in hia chair to copy 
booka, trarela Into dilTerent provincea, withoat moving from tbe apot, 
and the labor of hia handa ia feit even where he ia not.** 

Nearly every monaatery waa provided with ita Scriptorlam. Nlcolaa de 
Glairvanx, St. Bemard'a aecretary, in one of hia lettera deacribea hia cell, 
which he calla Soriptorielam, where he oopied booka. AndMablllon, in 
hia ttvde$ MmastiiiueM, aaya that in hia time were atill to be aeen at 
Citeaux **niany of thoae little cella, where the tranaoribera and book- 
bindera worked.** 

Silveatre*« Paleographit ÜnUteraeüe containa a raat number of fae- 
aimilea of the moat beaatiful illuminated manaacripta of all agea and all 
countriea; and Montfancon in hlB PaUeographia Grata givea th« namea of 
over three hnndred ealligraphera. He alao givea an accoant of the books 
tbey oopied, and the colophona, with which, aa with a aatiafactory flourlah 
of the pen, they cloaed their long-oontlnued labora. Many of theae are 
rery curioaa; expresaing joy, humility, remorae; entreating the reader*a 
prayera and pardon for the writer*a aina; and aometimea prononnoing a 
malediction on any one who ahonld ateal the book. A few of theae I 
aubjoin: — 

** Aa pilgrima r^oice, beholding thelr native Und, ao are tranacribera 
made glad, beholding the end of a boek.** 

'* Sweet ia it to write the end of any book.'* 

**Ye who read, pray for me, who have written thia book, the hamble 
and alnfhl Theodnlua«** 

**Aa many therefore aa ahall read thia book, pardon me, I beaeech 
yoa, if anght I have erred in accent acnte and grave, in apoetrophe, in 
breathing soft or aapirate; and may Ood aave yon all I Amen.** 

**If any thing ia well, praiae the tranacriber; if ill, pardon hia nnakil- 
fblnesa.** 

*'Te who read, pray for me, the moat ainfal of all men, for the Lord*a 
aake.'* 

"The band that haa written thia book ahall decay, alaal and become 
dnat, and go down to the grave, the oorrapter of all bodlea. Bntallye 
who are of the portion of Ghriat, pray that I may ohtain the pardon of my 
aina. Again and again I beaeeoh yon with teara, brothera and fatbers, 
accept my miaerable auppllcation , O holy cboir! I am called John, woe is 
mel I am called Hiorena, or Sacerdoa, in namo only, not in unetion.'* 

**Whoever ahall carry away thia book, withont permiaalon of the Pope, 
may he incar the malediction of the Holy Trinity, of the Holy Mother of 
God, of Saint John the Baptist, of the one hnndred and eighteen holy 
Kicone Fathera, and of all the Sainta; the fate of Sodom and Gomorrah; 
and the halter of Judas I Anathema , amen.** 
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**Keep safe, O Trinity, Father, Bon, aad Holy Qhost, my thre« 
fingers, with wbieb I have written this book.** 

**MaUmfalas Maebir tranicrlbed tbia divüitat book in toil, Inflrmity, 
aad dangera many.** 

**Baecbia« Barbardorina and Miebael Sophianna wrote fbia book in 
•port and laugbter, being the gaeata of their noble and common friend 
Tineentina Pinellus , and Petraa Nunniaa , a moat learaed man.** 

Tliia laat colophon, Montfaneon doea not anlfer to paaa withont re* 
proof. **Other ealligrapbera«** be remarka, **demand only tbe prayara 
of tbeir raadera, and the pardon of tbeir aina; bat tbeae glory in their 
wantonnaaa.** 

Page M. Drink down to yowr peg! 

One of the canona of Archbiahop Anaelm, promnlgated at tbe beginnlng 
of the tweifth oentory, ordaink **that prieata go not to drinking-bonta , nor 
drink to pega.** In the timea of the hard-drinking Danea , King Edgar or- 
dained that "pina or naiia abonld be faatened into the drinking-cnpa or 
homa at atated diatancea, and whoaoerer ahonid drink beyond thoae marka 
at one draaght ahonid be obnozioaa to a aeyere paniahment.** 

Sbarpe, in hia Hiatory of the Kinga of England, aaya; **Onr anoeatora 
were formerly famooa for compotation; their iiqnor waa aie, and one 
method of amuaing themaelToa in thia way waa with the peg-tankard. I had 
lately one of them in my band. It had on the inaide a row of eight pina, 
one abore another, from top to bottom. It held two qnarta, and waa a 
noble piece of plate, ao that there waa a gilt of ale, half a pint Wincester 
meaanre, between eacb peg. The law waa, that erery peraoc that drank 
waa to empty the apace between pin and pin, ao that the plna were ao many 
meaanrea to make the Company all drink alike, and to awallow the aame 
qnantity of Iiqnor. Thia waa a pretty anre method of making all the Com- 
pany drnnk, eapeoially if it be eonaidered that the rnle waa, that whoevei 
drank ahort of hia pin, or beyond it, waa obliged to drink again, and even 
aa deep as to the next pin.** 

Page 96. The coment ofSU Gildtu de Rhuys* 

Abelard, in a letter to hia friend Philintna, girea a aad pietnre of this 
monastery. **I live," he ai^a, **in a barbarona conntry, the language of 
whlch I donot underatand; I have no converaation bat with the rndeat 
people. my walka are on the inacceaaible abore of a aea, whlch ia per- 
petaally atormy. my monka are only known by tbeir diaaoluteneaa, and 
living withoat any rnle or order. coald yoa aee the abby, Philintua, yoo 
woald not call it one. the doora and walla are withoat any omament, ex* 
cept the heada of wild boara and binde feet, which are nailed np againat 
them, and the hidea of Arightfhl animala« the oella are haog with the akina 
of deer. the monka have not ao mach aa a bell to wake them, the cocks 
and doga aapply that defeet. in ahort, they paaa their whole daya in hant- 
ln g; woald to heaven that were their greateat faalt! or that their pleaaarea 
terminated there 1 I endearonr in yain to reoall them to their daty; they 
all combine againat me, and I only expoae myaelf to oontinaal vexationa 
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and dangerf. I im^glne I see every moment a naked «word hang o^er my 
bead. sometimes they sarroand me, and load m« with infinite abuaea; 
fometimes they abandon me, and I am leftalone to my own tormenting 
thonghta. I make it my endeaTonr to merit by my aaiTeringfl , and to ap- 
peaae an angry God. soofetimes I grieve for the loa« of the honae of the 
Paraolete, and ^»iah to a«e it again. ah Pbllintna« doe« not the love of He- 
loiae atili bnm in my heartf I bare not yet triumpbed over that nnhappy 
paaslon. in the midat of my retlrement I aigh, I weep, I pine, I apedk the 
dear name Heloiae, and am pleaaed to hear the aoand/* ~ Letten of the 
Celebrated Abelard aad HeloUe* Tr^tukued by Mr. John Hughei. Glaagow, 
1751. 

Page 118. Ware itnot for my magio garler» and slaff» 

The method of making the Magic Garten and the Magic Staff ia thaa 
laid down in Lee Secrete MerveiUmix du Petit Albert, a French translation 
otAlberti Panti Lucii Libdlu» de Mirabiliue Naturts Arcanit: — 

" Oatber aome of the herb caUed motherwort, when the ann ia entering 
the first degree of the aign of Caprieorn; let it dry a little in the ahade, 
and make aome gartera of the akin of a yonng hare ; that ia to aay , having 
cut the akin of the hare into stripa two inchea wide, double them, aow the 
before-mentioned herb between , and wear them on yonr legi. Ko horse 
ean long k6ep np with a man on foot, who ia fumiahed with theae 
gartera." — p. 188. 

**Gather, on the morrow of All-Salnta, a atrong branch of wiilow, of 
which yon will make a staff, faahioned to yoar liking. HoUow it out, by 
removing tbe pith firom within, after haring fürnished the lower end with 
with an iron ferale. Pnt into the bottom of the ataff the two eyea of a 
yonng wolf. Che tongue and heart of a dog, three green lixarda, and the 
hearta of three awallows. Theae maat all be dried in the aan, between two 
papera « haring been first aprinkled with finely pulverized aaltpetre. Be- 
aides all theae, put into the ataff aeven leaves of Terrain, gathered on the 
eve of St. John the Baptiat, with a atone of divers colora, which yon will 
find in the nest of the lapwing, and stop tbe end of the ataff with a pomel 
of box, or of any other material yoa pleaae , and be aaanred , that thia ataff 
will gnarantee yon firom the perila and mialvapa which too often befall 
travellera, either flrom robbera, wiid beasta, mad doga, or renomona 
animals. It will alao procnre yoa the good-will of tbose with whom you 
lodge.** — p. 180. 

Page 136. Saint Elmo*t ttars. 

So the Italian aailora call the phosphoresoent gleams that sometlmea 
play abont the maata and rigging of ahips. 

j 

Page 126. Ths Scroox. or Sauouco. 

For a history of the celebrated schoola of Salemo and Monte- Caaalno, 
the reader iM referred to Sir Alexander Grok«*a Introdnetion to ihe Regimen 
Sanitalie Salemitanum; and to Knrt Sprengel*8 Getchichle der Artneikunde, 
7.468, or Jonrdan'a French tranalation of it, Higtoire de laMädecine, II. 864. 
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THE SONG OF HIAWATHA 

1855. 



HTTRODUCTION. 

Shoijld you ask me, whence these stories? 

Whence these legends and traditions, 

With the odors of the forest, 

With the dew and damp of meadows, 

With the Curling smoke of wigwams, 

With the rushiiig of great rivers, 

With their frequent repetitions, 

And their wild reverberations, 

As of thunder in the mountains? 

I should answer , I should teil you , 
"From the forests and the prairies, 
From the great lakes of the Northland , 
From the land of the Ojibways, 
From the land of the Dacotahs, 
From the mountains, moors, and fen-lands, 
Where the heron , the Shuh - shuh - gah , 
Feeds among the reeds and rushes. 
I repeat them as I heard them 
From the lips of Nawadaha, 
The musician, the sweet singer.** 

Should you ask where Nawadaha 
Found these songs , so wild and wayward , 
Found these legends and traditions, 
I should answer, I should teil you. 
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**In the bird*8-ne8ts of the forest, 
In the lodges of the beaver, 
In the hoof-prints of the bison, 
In the eyry of the eagle! 

** All the vild-fowl sang them to him, 
In the moorlands and the fen - lands , 
In the melancholy marshes ; 
Chetowaik, theplover, sang them, 
Mahng, theloon, the wild goose, Wawa, 
The blue heron , the Shuh-shuh-gah , 
Andthegrouse, theMushkodasal" 

If still further you should ask me , 
Saying , " Who was Nawadaha ? 
Teil US of this Nawadaha,** 
I should answer your inquiries 
Straightway in such woids as follow. 

**In the Vale of Tawasentha, 
In the green and silent Valley, 
By the pleasant water- courses , 
Dwelt the singer Nawadaha. 
Kound about the Indian viUage 
Spread the meadows and the com-fields, 
And beyond them stood the forest, 
Stood the groves of singing pine-trees , 
Green in Summer, white in Winter, 
Eversighing, ever singing. 

"And the pleasant water-courses, 
You could trace them through the Valley , 
By the rushing in the Spring- time, 
By the alders in the Summer, 
By the white fog in the Autumn , 
By the black line in the Winter; 
And beside them dwelt the singer, 
In the Vale of Tawasentha, 
In the green and silent valley. 

"There he sang of Hiawatha, 
Sang the Song of Hiawatha, 
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Sang bis wondrous birth and being, 
How be prayed and bow be fasted, 
Howbeliyed, andtoiled, andsuffered, 
Tbat tbe tribes of men migbt prosper, 
Tbat be migbt adyance bis people ! " 

Te wbo love tbe baunts of Natore, 
Loye tbe sunsbine of tbe meadow, 
Loye tbe sbadow of tbe forest, 
Loye tbe wind among tbe brancbes, 
And tbe rain-sbower and tbe snow-storm , 
And tbe rusbing of great rivers 
Tbrougb tbeir palisades of pine-trees 
And tbe tbunder in tbe mountains , 
Wbose innumerable eoboes 
Flap like eagles in tbeir eyries; — 
Listen to tbese wild traditions , 
To tbis Song of !ffiawatbal 

Ye wbo loye a nation*s legends, 
Loye tbe ballads ofa people, 
Tbat like yoices from afar off 
Call to US to pause and listen , 
Speak in tones so piain and childlike, 
Scarcely can tbe ear distinguisb 
Wbetber tbey are sung or spoken ; — 
Listen to tbis Indian Legend, 
To tbis Song of Hiawatbal 

Te wbose bearts are fresb and simple, 
Wbo baye faitb in God and Nature, 
Wbobelieye, tbat in all ages 
Eyery buman beart is buman, 
Tbat in eyen sayage bosoms 
Tberearelongings, yeamings, striyings 
For tbe good tbey comprebend not, 
Tbat tbe feeble bands and beipless, 
Groping bliadly in tbe darkness , 
Toucb God's ligbt band in tbat darkness 
And are lifted up and strengtbened; — 
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Listen to this simple story, 
To this Song of Hiawatha 1 

Ye, whosometimes, in yonr rambles 
Througb the green lanes of the country, 
Where the tangled barberry-bushes 
Hang their tufU of crimson beiries 
Oyer stone walis gray with mosses, 
Pause by some neglected graveyard, 
For a while to muse , and ponder 
On a half-effaced inscription, 
Written with little skill of song- craft, 
Homelyphrases, but each letter i 

Füll of hope and yet of heart-break, ! 

Füll of all the tender pathos I 

Of the Here and the Hereafter ; — | 

Stay and read this rüde inscription , 
Read this Song of Hiawatha ! I 
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THE PEACE-PEPE. 

On the MountainB of the Prairie, 
On the great E«d Pipe-stone Quarry , 
GitcheManito, themighty, 
He the Master of Life , descending , 
On the red crags of the quarry 
Stood erect, and called the nations, 
Called the tribes of men together. 

From his footprints fiowed a river , 
Leaped into the light of moming, 
0*er the precipice plunging downward 
Gleamed like Ishkoodah, the comet. 
And the Spirit, stooping earthward, 
With his finger on the meadow 
Traced a winding pathway for it, 
Saying to it , " Run in this way l " 

From the red stone of the quarry 
With his hand he broke a fragment, 
Moulded it into a pipe-head, 
Shaped and fashioned it with figures; 
From the margin of the river 
Took a long reed for a pipe-stem , 
With its dark green leaves upon it; 
Filled the pipe with bark of willow, 
With the bark of the red willow ; 
Breathed upon the neighboring forest, 
Made its great boughs chafe together, 
Till in flame they bunt and kindled; 
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And erect upon the mountains, 
Gitche Manito , themighty, 
Smokedthecalumet, the Peace-Pipe, 
As a Signal to the nations. 

And the smoke rose ßlowly, slowly, 
Through the tiranquil air of moming, 
First a single iine of darkness , 
Thena denser, bluervapor, 
Then a snow-white doud unfolding, 
Like the tree-tops of the forest, 
Everrising, rising, rising, 
Till it touched the top of heaven , 
Till it broke against the heaven, 
And rolled outward all aroimd it. 

From the Vale of Tawasentha, 
From the Valley of Wyoming, 
From the groyes of Tuscaloosa , 
From the far-olF Rocky Mountains, 
From the Northern lakes and rivers, 
All the tribes beheld the signal, 
Saw the distant smoke ascending, 
The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe. 

And the Prophets of the nations 
Said: «^Beholdit, thePukwanal 
By this Signal from afar off, 
Bending like a wand of willow 
Waving like a hand that beckons, 
GitcheManito, themighty, 
Calls the tribes of men together , 
Calls the warriors to his Council l " 

Down the rivers , o'er the prairies, 
Game the warriors of the nations, 
Game the Delawares and Mohawks , 
Game the Ghoctaws and Gamanches, 
Game the Shoshonies and Blcakfeet, 
Game the Pawnees and Omawhaws, 
Game the Mandans and Dacotahs, 
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Game tbe Hnrons and Ojibways, 
All the varriors drawn together 
By the signai of the Peace-Pipe, 
To the Mountains of the Prairie, 
To the great Red Pipe-stone Quarry. 

And they gtood there on the meadow, 
With their weapons and their war gear, 
Painted like the leaves of Autumn, 
Painted like the sky of moming, 
Wildly glaring at each other; 
In their faces stem defiance, 
In their hearts the feuds of ages, 
The hereditary hatred, 
The ancestral thirst of Tengeanoe. 

Oitche Manito, themighty, 
The Creator of the nations, 
Looked upon them with compassion, 
With patemal loye and pity; 
Looked upon their wrath and wrangling 
But as quarreis among children, 
But as feuds and fights of children I 

Oyer them he stretched his right hand, 
To subdue their stubbom natures, 
To allay their thirst and feyer , 
By the shadow of his right band ; 
Spake to them with voice majestic 
As the sound of far-off waters , 
Falling into deep abysses, 
Warning, chiding, spake in this wise: — 

" O my children 1 my poor children 1 
Listen to the words of wisdom, 
Listen to the words of waming, 
From the lips of the Great Spirit, 
From the Master of Life , who made you I 

**I haye giyen yon lands to bunt in, 
I haye giyen you streams to fish in , 
I haye giyen you bear and bisoD, 
Itmgfeüaw. lU 11 
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I have given you roe and reindeer, 
I have giyen yott brant and beayer, 
Filled the marshes ftüi of wild-fowl, 
Filled the riven füll of fishes ; 
Why then are you not contented? 
Why then will you hunt each other? 

" I am weary of your quarreis, 
Weary of your wars and bloodshed, 
Weary of your prayers for vengeance, 
Of your wranglings and dissensions; 
All your strength is in your union, 
AU your danger is in discord; 
Therefore be at peace henceforward, 
And as brothers live together. 

"I will send a Prophet to you, 
A Deliverer of the nations, 
Who shall guide you and shall teach you, 
Who shall toil and suffer with you. 
If you listen to his counsels, 
You will multiply and prosper; 
If his wamings pass unheeded, 
You will fade away and perish ! 

"Bathe now in the stream before you, 
Wash the war-paint from your faces, 
Wash the blood-stains from your fingers, 
Bury your war-clubs and your weapons, 
Break the red stone from this quarry , 
Mould and make it into Peace-Fipes, 
Take the reeds that grow beside you, 
Deck them with your brightest feathers, 
Smoke the calumet together. 
And as brothers live henceforward 1 ** 

Then upon the ground the warriors 
Tfarew their cloaks and shirts of deer-skin, 
Threw their weapons and their war-gear, 
Leaped into the rashing river, 
Washed the war-paint from their faces. 
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Clear above them flowed the water, 
Clear and limpid from the footprints 
Of the Master of Life descending; 
Dark below them flowed the water, 
Soiled and stained with streaks of crimson, 
As if blood were mingled with it! 

From the river came the warriors , 
Clean and washed from all their war-paint; 
On the banks their clubs they buried , 
Buried all their warlike weapons. 
GitcheManito, themighty, 
The Great Spirit, thecreator, 
Smiled upon his helpless children ! 

And in silence all the warriors 
Broke the red stone of the quarry, 
Smoothed and formed it into Peace-Pipes, 
Broke the long reeds by the river, 
Decked them with their brightest feathers. 
And departed each one homeward, 
While ihe Master of Life , ascending, 
Through the opening of cloud-curtains, 
Through the doorways of the heaven , 
Vanished from before their faces. 
In t)ie smoke that rolied around him , 
The Pukwana of the Peace-Pipe 1 



11* 
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IL 

THE FOUR WINDS. 

"HoNOR be to Mudjekeewisl" 
Gried the waniors, criedtheoidmeii, 
When he came in triumph homeward 
With the Bacred Belt of Wampum , 
From the regions of the North-Wind, 
From the kingdom of Wabasso, 
From the land of the White Rabbit 

He had stolen the Belt of Wampum 
From the neck of Mishe-Mokwa, 
From the Great Bear of the mountains, 
From the terror of the nations, 
As he lay asieep and cumbroos 
On the summit of the mountains, 
Like a rock with mosses on it, 
Spotted brown and gray with mosses. 

Silently he stole upon him , 
Till the red uails of the monster 
Almost touched him , almost scared him , 
Till the hot breath of his nostrils 
Warmed the hands of Mudjekeewis, 
As he drew the Belt of Wampum 
Over the roimd ears , that heard not, 
Over the smaU eyes, that saw not , 
Over the long nose and nostrils, 
The black muffle of the nostrils , 
Out of which the heavy breathing 
Warmed the hands of Mudjekeewis. 

Then he swung aloft his war-club , 
Shouted loud and long his war-cry , 
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Smote the mighty Misbe-Mokwa 
In the middie of the forehead , 
Kight between the eyes he smote him. 

With the heavy blow bewildered , 
Rose the Great Bear of the mountains ; 
But his knees beneath him trembled , 
And he whunpered like a woman , 
As he reeled and staggered forward, 
Ab he sat upon his haunches; 
And the mighty Mudjekeewis, 
Standing fearlesaly before him, 
Taunted him in loud derision, 
Spake disdainfully in this wise : — 

^'Harkyou, Bear! youare acoward, 
And no Brave , as you pretended ; 
Else you would not cry and whimper 
Like a miserable woman I 
Bear I you know omr tribes are hostile , 
Long haye been at war together ; 
Now you find that we are strongest , 
You go sneaking in the forest, 
You go hiding in the mountains ! 
Had you conquered me in battle 
Not a groan would I have uttered ; 
But you, Bearl sithere and whimper, 
And disgrace your tribe by crjring, 
Like a wretched Shaugodaya, 
Like a cowardly old woman 1 ** 

Then again he raised his war-club , 
Smote again the Mishe-Mokwa 
In the middie of his forehead, 
Broke his skull, as ice is broken 
When one goes to fish in Winter. 
Thus was slain the Mishe-Mokwa, 
He the Great Bear of the mountains , 
He the terror of the naüons. 
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"Honor be to Mudjekeewisl** 
With a shout exdaimed the people, 
" Honor be to Mudjekeewis I 
Henceforth he shall be the West-Wind 
And hereafter and for ever 
Shall he hold supreme dominion 
Over all the winds of heaven. 
Call him no more Mudjekeewis, 
Call him Kabeyun , the West-Wind I " 

Thus was Mudjekeewis chosen 
Father of the Winds of Heaven. 
For himself he kept the West-Wind, 
Gaye the others to his children; 
Unto Wabun gave the East-Wind, . 
Gave the South to Shawondasee, 
And the North-Wind, wild and cruel, 
To the fierce Kabibonokka. 

Young and beautiful was Wabun; 
He it was who brought the moming , 
He it was whose silver arrows 
Chased the dark o'er hill and Valley; 
He it was whose cheeks were painted 
With the brightest streaks of crimson , 
And whose voice awoke the village , 
Called the deer, and called the hunter. 

Lonely in the sky was Wabun ; 
Though the birds sang gayly to him, 
Though the wild-flowers of the meadow 
Filled the air with odors for him, 
Though the forests and the rivers 
Sang and shouted at his Coming, 
Still his heart was sad within him, 
For he was alone in heaven. 

But one moming, gazingearthward, 
While the village still was adeeping, 
And the fog lay on the river, 
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Likeaghost, thatgoesatBunrise, 
He beheld a maiden Walking 
All alone upon a meadow, 
Gathering water-flags and rashes 
By a river in the meadaw. 

Every moming , gazing earthward , 
Still the first thing he beheld there 
Was her blue eyes looking at him , 
Two blue lakes among the rushes. 
And he loved the lonely maiden, 
Who thus waited for his coming; 
For they both were solitary , 
She on earth and he in heaven. 

And he wooed her with caresses, 
"Wooed her with his smile of sunshine, 
With his flattering words he wooed her, 
With his sighing and his singing. 
Gentlest whispers in the branches , 
Softestmusic, sweetestodors, 
Till he drew her to his bosom, 
Folded in his rohes of crimson , 
Till into a star he changed her, 
Trembling still upon his bosom ; 
And for ever in the heavens 
They are seen together Walking, 
Wabmi and the Wabun-Annung, 
Wabun and the Star of Moming. 

But the iierce Kabibonokka 
Had his dwelling among icebergs, 
In the everlasting snow-drifts. 
In the kingdom of Wabasso , 
In the land of the White Rabbit 
He it was whose band in Autumn 
Painted all the trees with scarlet, 
Stained the leaves with red and yellow; 
He it was who sent the snow-fiakes, 
Sifting , hisslng through the forest , 
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Frozetheponds, thelakes, theriyers, 
Drove the loon and sea-gull southward, 
Drove the cormorant and heron 
To their nests of sedge and sea-tang 
In the reahns of Shawondasee. 

Once the fierce Kabibonokka 
lasued from his lodge of anow-drifts, 
From his home among the icebergs , 
And his hair, with snow besprinkledi 
Streamed behind him like a riTer, 
Like a black and wintry river, 
As he howled and hurried southward, 
Over frozen lakes and moorlands. 

There among the reeds and rushes 
FoundheShingebis, thediver, 
Trailing strings of fish behind him , 
0*er the frozen fens and moorlands, 
Lingering still among the moorlands, 
Though his tribe had long departed 
To the land of Shawondasee. 

Cried the fierce Kabibonokka, 
" Who is this that dares to brave me? 
Dares to stay in my dominions , 
When the Wawa has departed, 
When the wild-goose has gone southward. 
And the heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah, 
Long ago departed southward? 
I will go into his wigwam , 
I will put his smouldering fire out!** 

And at night Kabibonokka 
To the lodge came wild and wailing, 
Heaped the snow in drifts about it, 
Shouted down into the smoke-flue, 
Shook the lodge-poles in his fury , 
Flapped the curtain of the door-way. 
Shingebis, thediver, fearednot, 
Shingebis, thediver, carednot; 
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Fomr great logs had he for fire-wood, 
One for each moon of the winter, 
And for food the fishes served him. 
By bis blazing fire he sat there , 
Warm and merry, eating, laughing, 
Singing, "OKabibonokka, 
You are but my fellow-mortal ! " 

Then Kabibonokka entered , 
And though Shingebis, the diver, 
Feit bis presence by the coldness , 
Feit bis icy breath upon him, 
Still he did not cease bis singing, 
Still he did not leave bis laughing, 
Only tumed the log a little , 
Only made the fire burn brighter, 
Made the sparks fly up the smoke-flue. 

From Kabibonokka*s forehead, 
From bis snow-besprinkled tresses , 
Drops of sweat feil fast and heayy , 
Making dints upon the ashes, 
As along the eaves of lodges , 
As from drooping boughs of hemlock , 
Drips the melting snow in spring-time, 
Making hollows in the snow-drifts. 

Till at last he rose defeated , 
Could not bear the heat and laughter^ 
Could not bear the merry singing , 
But rushed headlong through the door-way , 
Stamped upon the crusted snow-drifts, 
Stamped upon the lakes and rivers , 
Made the snow upon them harder, 
Made the ice upon them thicker, 
Challenged Shingebis, the diver, 
To come forth and vrestle with him, 
To come forth and wrestle naked 
On the frozen fens and moorlands. 

Forth went Shingebis, the diver, 
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Wrestled aU night with the North-Wiüd, 
WresÜed naked on the moorlands 
With the fierce Elabibonokka, 
Till his panting breath grew fainter, 
Till his frozen grasp grew feebler, 
Till he reeled and staggered backward, 
Andretreated, baffled, beaten, 
To the kingdom of Wabasso, 
To the land of the White Rabbit, 
Hearing still the gusty laughter, 
Hearing Shingebis, tiiediver, 
Singing, '^OKabibonokka, 
You are but my fellow-mortal ! " 

Shawondasee, fatandlazy, 
Had bis dwelling far to southward , 
Inthedrowsy, dreamy sunshine, 
In the never-ending Summer. 
He it was who sent the wood-birds, 
Sentthe Opechee, the robin, 
Sent the blue-bird, the Owaissa, 
Sent the Shawshaw, sent the swallow, 
Sent the wild-goose, Wawa, northwwrd, 
Sent the melons and tobacco, 
And the grapes in purple Clusters. 

From bis pipe the smoke ascending 
Filled the sky with haze and vapor, 
Filled the air with dreamy softness , 
Oave a twinkle to the water, 
Toiiched the nigged hüls with smoothness 
Brought the tender Indian Summer, 
In the Moon when nights are brightest. 
In the dreary Moon of Snow-shoes. 

Listless« careless Shawondasee 1 
In bis life he had one shadow, 
In bis heart one sorrow had he. 
Once, as he was gazin gnorthward, 
Far away upon a praixie 
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He beheld a maiden Standing , 
Saw a tall and slender maiden 
All alone upon a prairle ; 
Brightest green were all her garments, 
And her hair was like the sunshine. 

Day by day he gazed upon her, 
Day by day he sighed with passion, 
Day by day his heart within him 
Grew more hot with love and longing 
For the maid with yellow tresses. 
But he was too fat and lazy 
To bestir himself and woo her; 
Yes, too indolent and easy 
To pursue her and persuade her. 
So he only gazed upon her, 
Only sat and sighed with passion 
For the maiden of the prairie. 

Till one moming, looking north ward, 
He beheld her yellow tresses 
Changed and covered o'er with whiteness, 
Covered as with whitest snow-flakes. 
" Ah I my brother from the North-land , 
From the kingdom of Wabasso , 
From the land of the White EabbitI 
You have stolen the maiden from me, 
You have laid your band upon her, 
You have wooed and won my maiden , 
. With your stories of the North-land I" 

Thus the wretched Shawondasee 
Breathed into the air his sorrow; 
And the South -Wind o'er the prairie 
Wandered warm with sighs of passion, 
With the sighs of Shawondasee, 
Till the air seemed füll of snow-flakes. 
Füll of thistle-down the prairie. 
And the maid with hair Uke sunshine 
Vanished from his sight for ever; 
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Never xnore did Shawondasee 
See the maid with yellow tresses I 

Poor , deluded Shawondasee 1 
T was no woman that you gazed at, 
'T was no maiden that you sighed for, 
T was the prairie dandelion 
That through all the dreamy Summer 
You had gazed at with such longing, 
You had sighed for with such passion , 
And had puffed away for ever , 
Blown into the air with sighing. 
Ahl deluded Shawondasee I 

Thus the Four Winds were divided; 
Thus the sons of Mudjekeewis 
Had their stations in the heavens, 
At the comers of the heavens; 
For himself the West-Wind only 
Kept the mighty Mudjekeewis. 
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III. 



HIAWATHA'S CHH^DHOOD. 

DowNWARD through the evening twilight, 

In the days that are foi^otten, 

lu the unremembered ages, 

From the füll moon feil Nokomis , 

Fell the beautiful Nokomis, 

She a wife , but not a mother. 

She was sporting with her women , 
Swinging in a Swing of grape-yines , 
Whenherrival, therejected, 
Fall of jealousy and hatred, 
Cut the leafy swing asunder, 
Cut in twain the twisted grape-vines , 
And Nokomis feil affirighted 
Downward through the evening twilight, 
OntheMuskoday, themeadow, 
On the prairie fiill of blossoms. 
**Seel a Star falls!" saidthepeople; 
**From the sky a star is falling 1 ** 

There among the fems and mosses , 
There among tibe prairie lilies, 
On the Muskoday , the meadow, 
In the moonlight and the starlight, 
Fair Nokomis bore a daughter. 
And she called her name Wenonah, 
As the first-bom of her daughters. 
And the daughter of Nokomis 
Qrew up like the prairie lilies , 
Grew a tall and slender maiden , 
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With the beauty of the moonlight, 
With the beauty of the starlight. 

And Nokomis wamed her often, 
8ayingofb, andoftrepeating, 
" O , beware of Mudjekeewis , 
Of the West -Wind, Mudjekeewis; 
Listen not to what he teils you ; 
Lie not down upon the meadow, 
Stoop not down among the lilies, 
Lest the West -Wind come and hann youl" 

But she heeded not the waming, 
Heeded not those words of wisdom , 
And the West-Wind came at evening, 
Walking lightly o'er the prairie , 
Whispering to the leaves and blossoms, 
Bending low the flowers and grasses , 
Found Üie beautiful Wenonah, 
Lying there among the lilies, 
Wooed her with his words of sweetness, 
Wooed her with his soft caresses, 
Till she bore a son in sorrow, 
Bore a son of love and sorrow. 

Thus was bom my Hiawatha, 
Thus was bom the child of wonder; 
But the daughter of Nokomis, 
Hiawatha's gentle mother, 
In her anguish died deserted 
By the West-Wind, falseandfaithless, 
By the heartless Mudjekeewis. 

Fcr her daughter, long and loudly 
WaUed and wept the sad Nokomis ; 
** O that I were dead 1 " she murmured , 
**OthatIweredead, asthouart! 
Nomorework, and no more weeping, 
WahonominI Wahonomint*' 

By the shores of Gitohe Gumee , 
By äie shining Big-Sea-Water , 
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Stood the wigwam of Nokomis, 
Daughter of the Moon , Nokomis. 
Darkbehind it rose the forest, 
Rose the black and gloomy pine-trees, 
Rose the firs with cones upon them; 
Bright before it beat the water, 
Beat the clear and sunny water, 
Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water. 

TherethewrSikled, old Nokomis 
Nursed the little Hiawatha, 
Rocked him in bis linden cradle , 
Bedded soft in moss and rushes , 
Safely bound with reindeer sinews ; 
Stilled bis fretful wail by saying, 
'' Hush ! the Naked Bear wiU get thee ! ** 
Lulled him into slumber, singing, 
" £wa-yea ! my little owlet ! 
Whoisthis, thatlights the wigwam? 
With bis great eyes lights the wigwam? 
Ewa-yeal my little owlet!" 

Many tbings Nokomis taught him 
Of the Stars that shine in beaven; 
Showed him Ishkoodah, the comet, 
Ishkoodab, withfierytresses; 
Showed the Death-Dance of the spirits, 
Warriors with their plmnes and war-clubs , 
Fiaring far away to northward 
In the frosty nights of Winter; 
Showed the broad , white road in heaven , 
Pathwayoftheghosts, thesbadows, 
Rmming straight across the beavens, 
Crowded with the ghosts, the shadows. 

At the door on sammer erenings 
Sat the little Hiawatha; 
Heard the whispering of the pine-trees, 
Heard the lapping of the water, 
Soimds of music, words of wonder; 
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" ACnne-wawa ! " said the pine-trees , 
"Mudway-auahkal** said Uie water. 

Saw the fire-fly , Wah-wah-taysee, 
Flitting through tiie dusk of evening, 
With iJie twinkle of its candle 
Lighting up the brakes and bushes, 
And he sang the song of children, 
Sang the song Nokomis taught him : 
'• Wah-wah-taysee , little fire-fly , 
Little, flitting, white-fireinsect, 
Little, dancing, white-firecreature, 
Light me with yoiir little candle, 
Ere upon my bed I lay me , 
£re in sleep I close my eyelids 1 *' 

Saw the moon rise from the water 
Rippling, rounding from the water , 
Saw the flecka and shadows on it , 
Whispered, "What isthat, Nokomis?" 
And Üie good Nokomis answered: 
"Onceawarrior, veryangry, 
Seized his grandmother , and threw her 
Up into the sky at midnight; 
Kight against the moon he threw her; 
T is her body that you see there." 

Saw the rainbow in the heayen, 
Intheeastemsky, the rainbow, 
Whispered, "AVhat isthat, Nokomis?" 
And the good Nokomis answered: 
" 'T is the heaven of fiowers you see there 
All the wild-fiowers of the forest, 
All the lilies of the prairie , 
When on earth they fade and perish , 
Blossem in that heaven above us." 

When he heard the owls at midnight, 
Hooting, laughing in the forest, 
"What isthat?" hecriedinterror; 
"What isthat?- he said, "Nokomis?" 
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And the good Nokomis answered: 
**That is bat the owl and owlet, 
Talking in their native ianguage, 
Talking, scolding at each other.** 

Then the little Hiawatha 
Leamed of every bird its language, 
Leamed their names and all their secrets , 
How they built their nests in Summer, 
Where they hid themselvea in Winter, 
Talked with them wheneVer he met them , 
Called them ''Hiawatha's Chickens.** 

Of all bea8t8 he leamed the language , 
Leamed their names and all their secrets , 
How the beavers built their lodges, 
Where the squirrels hid their acoms, 
How the reindeer ran so swiftiy , 
Why the rabbit was so timid , 
Talked with them whene'er he met them, 
Called them "Hiawatha's Brothers." 

Thenlagoo, thegreatboaster, 
He the marvellous story-teller, 
He the traveller and the talker, 
He the friend of old Nokomis, 
Made a bow for Hiawatha; 
From a branch of aah he made it, 
From an oak-bongh made the arrows , 
Tipped with flint, and winged with feathers, 
And the cord he made of deer-skin. 

Then he said to Hiawatha: 
"Go, myson, into the forest, 
Where the red deer herd together 
KiU for US a famous roebuck , 
Kill for US a deer with antlers 1 " 

Forth into the forest straightway 
All alone walked Hiawatha 
Froudly, with his bow and arrows; 
And the birds sang roimd him, o'er him| 
UngfOlow* 11, 12 
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*« Do not shoot us , Hiawatha I ** 
SangtheOpechee, the robin, 
Sang the blae-bird, the Owaissa, 
««Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!" 

Up the oak-tree, close beside hun, 
Sprang the sqoirrel, Adjidaumo, 
In and out among the branches, 
Coughed and chattered from the oak-tree, 
Laughed, and said between bis laughing, 
** Do not shoot me , Hiawatha ! ** 

And the rabbit from bis pathway 
Leapedaside, and at a distance 
Sat erect upon bis haunches, 
Half in fear and half in frolic, 
Saying to the little hunter, 
*^ Do not shoot me , Hiawatha ! " 

Butheheedednot, nor heard them, 
For bis thoughts were with the red deer; 
On their tracks bis eyes were fastened, 
Leading downward to the riyer, 
To the ford aoross the riyer, 
And as one in slumber walked he. 

Hidden in the alder-bushes, 
There he waited tili the deer came, 
Till he saw two antlers lüted, 
Saw two eyes look from the thicket, 
Saw two nostrils point to windward, 
And a deer came down the pathway, 
Flecked with leafy light and shadow. 
And his heart within bim fluttered, 
Trembled like the leayes aboye bim, 
Like the birch-leaf palpitated, 
As the deer came down the pathway. 

Then, upon one knee uprising, 
Hiawatha aimed an arrow; 
Scarce a twig moved with bis motion, 
Scarce a leaf was stirred or rustled, 
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But the wary roebuck started, 
Stamped with all bis hoofs together, 
Listened with one foot uplifted, 
Leaped aa if to meet the airow; 
Ah! thesinging, fatal arrow, 
Like a wasp it buzzed and stung bim I 

Dead he lay there in the forest, 
By the foid aoross the river ; 
Beat bis timid heart no longer, 
But the heart of Hiawatha 
Throbbed and sbouted and ezulted, 
As he bore the red deer homeward, 
And lagoo and Nokomis 
Hailed bis Coming with applauses. 

From the red deer's hide Nokomis 
Made a cloak for Hiawatha, 
From the red deer's flesh Nokomis 
Made a banquet in bis honor. 
All the yillage came and feasted, 
All the guests praised Hiawatha, 
CalledlümStrong-Heart, Soan-ge-taha! 
Called him Loon-Heart, Mahn-go-taysee I 
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IV. 

HIAWATHA AND MUDJEKEEWIS. 

Out of cHildhood into manhood 
Now had grown my Hiawatha, 
Skilied in all the craft of hunters, 
Leamed in all tlie lore of old men, 
In all youthfiil sports and pastimes, 
In all manly arte and labors. 

Swift of foot was Hiawatha ; 
He could shoot an arrow from him, 
And run forward with such fleetness, 
That the arrow feil behind him I 
Strong of arm was Hiawatha; 
He could shoot ten arrows upward, 
Shoot them with such strength and swiftneas, 
That the tenth had left the bow-strmg 
£re the lirbt to earth had fallen I 

Hehadmittens, Minjekahwun, 
Magic mittens made of deer-skin; 
When upon his hands he wore them, 
He could smite the rocks asunder, 
He could grind them into powder. 
He had moccasons enchanted, r 

Magic moccasons of deer-skin; 
When he bound them round his ankles, 
When upon his feet he tied them, 
At each stride a mile he measured ! 

Much he questioned old Nokomis 
Df his father Mudjekeewis; 
Leamed from her the fatal secret 
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Of the beauty of bis mother, 
Of the üftlsehood of bis father; 
And his heart was bot witbin bim, 
Like a living coal bis beart was. 

Tben be said to old Nokomis, 
"I will go to Mudjekeewis, 
See bow fares it witb my fatber, 
At tbe doorways of tbe West -Wind, 
At tbe portals of tbe Sunsetl" 

From bis lodge went Hiawatha, 
Dressed for travel, armed for bunting; 
Dressed in deer-skin sbirt and leggings, 
Bicbly wrougbt witb quills and wampum; 
On bis bead bis eagle-feathers, 
Kound bis waist bis belt of wampum, 
In bis band bis bow of asb-wood, 
Strang witb sinews of tbe reindeer; 
In bis quiyer oaken arrows, 
Tipped witb Jasper, wingedwitbfeatbers; 
Witb bismittens, Minjekabwun, 
Witb bis moccasons encbanted. 

Warning said tbe old Nokomis, 
" Go not forth , O Hiawatbal 
To tbe kingdom of tbe West-Wind, 
To tbe realms of Mudjekeewis, 
Lest be bann you witiii bis magic. 
Lest be kill you witb bis cunningl*' 

But tbe fearless Hiawatba 
Heeded not ber woman's waming; 
Fortb be strode into tbe forest, 
At eacb stride a mile be measured ; 
Lurid seemed tbe sky above bim, 
Lurid seemed tbe eartb beneath bim, 
Hot and close tbe air around bim, 
Filled witb smoke and fiery vapors, 
As of burnin^ woods and prairies, 
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For liis heart was hot within h!m, 
Like a ÜTing coal his heart was. 

So he joumeyed westward, westward, 
Left the fleetest deer behind him, 
Left the antelope and bison; 
Crossed the rushmg Esconawbaw, 
Crossed the mighty Mississippi, 
Passed the Mountains of the Pnurie, 
Passed the land of Crows and Foxes, 
Passed the dwellings of the Blackfeet, 
Game unto the Rocky Mountains, 
To the kingdom of the West-Wind, 
Where upon the gusty summits 
Sat the ancient Mudjekeewis, 
Buler of the winds of heaven. 

FiUed with awe was Hiawatha 
At the aspect of his father. 
On the air about him wildly 
Tossed and streamed his cloudy tresses, 
Gleamed like drifting snow his tresses, 
Glaredlikelshkoodah, thecomet, 
Like the star with fieiy tresses. 

Filled with joy was Mu^ekeewis 
When he looked on Hiawatha, 
Saw his youth rise up before him 
In the face of Hiawatha, 
Saw the beauty of Wenonah 
From the grave rise up before him. 

"Welcomer saidhe, "Hiawatha, 
To the kingdom of the West-Windl 
Long haye I been waiting for you! 
Youth islovely, ageisloneiy, 
Youth isfiery, ageisfrosty; 
You bring back the days departed, 
You bring back my youth of passion, 
And the beautifol Wenonah!" 
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Many days they talked together, 
Questioned, listened, waited, answered; 
Much the mighty Mudjekeewis 
Boasted of bis ancieDt prowess, 
Of bis perilous adventures, 
His indomitable courage, 
His inyulnerable body. 

Patiently sat ELiawatba, 
Lbtening to bis fatber's boasting; 
Witb a smile be sat and listened, 
Uttered neither threat nor menace, 
Neither word nor look betrayed bim, 
But bis beart was not witbin bim, 
Like a living coal bis beart was. 

Tbenbesaid, ^^0 Mudjekeewis, 
Is tbere notbing tbat can barm you? 
Notbing tbat you are afraid of ? ** 
And tbe migbty Mudjekeewis , 
Grand and gracious in bis boasting, 
Answered, saying, ^' Tbere is notbing, 
Notbing but the black rock yonder, 
Notbing but tbe fatal Wawbeekl" 

And be looked at Hiawatba 
Witb a wise look and benignant, 
Witb a countenance patemal, 
Looked witb pride upon tbe beauty 
Ofbifltall andgracefiil figure, 
Saying, " my Hiawatba I 
Is tbere anytbing can barm you? 
Anytbing you are afraid of?*' 

But the wary Hiawatba 
Pausedawbile, asif uncertun, 
Held bis peace , as if resolying. 
And then answered, ^* Tbere is nothing, 
Notbing but the bukush yonder, 
Notbing but tbe great Apukwal *' 
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AndasMudjekeewis, rlsing, 
Stretched bis band to pluck the bulrush, 
Hiawatha cried in terror, 
Cried in weil-dissembied terror, 
" Kago 1 kago I do not toucb it I ** 
^*Ab, kaweenl" said Mudjekeewis, 
" No indeed , I wiU not toucb it I " 

Tben they talked of otber matters ; 
First of Hiawatba's brother's, 
First ofWabun, oftbeEast-Wind, 
Of tbe Soutb-Wind, Sbawondasee, 
OftbeNortb, Kabibonokka; 
Tben of Kawatba's motber, 
Of tbe beautiful Wenonab , 
Of ber birtb upon tbe meadow, 
Ofberdeatb, as oldNokomis 
Had remembered and related. 

And be cried , " O Mudjekeewis , 
It was you wbo killed Wenonab , 
Took ber young life and ber beauty , 
Broke tbe Liiy of tbe Fraisie, 
Trampled it beneatb your footsteps ; 
Youconfessitl youconfessiti*' 
And tbe migbty Mudjekeewis 
Tossed bis gray bairs to tbe West-Wind, 
Bowed bis boary bead in anguisb, 
Witb a silent nod assented. 

Tben up started Hiawatba, 
And witb tbreatening look and gesture 
Laid bis band upon die black rock, 
On tbe fatal Wawbeek laid it, 
Witb bis mittens, Minjekabwun, 
Beut tbe jutting crag asunder, 
Smote and crusbed it into fragments, 
Hurled tbem madly at bis father, 
Tbe remorseful Mudjekeewis , 
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For his heart was hot within him , 
Like a ÜTing coal his heart was. 

But the ruler of the West-Wind 
Blew the fragments backward from him , 
With the breathing of his nostrils , 
With the tempest of his anger, 
Blew them back at his assailant; 
Seizedthebobrush, theApukwa, 
Dragged it with its roots and fibres 
From the margin of the meadow; 
Fromitsooze, thegiantbubrush; 
Long and loud iaughed Hiawatha! 

Then began the deadly confiict , 
Hand to band among the mountains ; 
From his eyrie screamed the eagle, 
The Keneu, the great War-Eagle; 
Sat upon the crags around them , 
Wheeling flapped his wings above them. 

Like a tall tree in the tempest 
Bent and lashed the giant bubrush; 
And in masses huge and heavy 
Crashing feil the fatal Wawbeek; 
Till the earth shook with the tumult 
And confusion of the battle , 
And the air was füll of shoutings , 
And the thmider of the mountains, 
Starting, answered, '^Baim-wawal** 

Back retreated Mudjekeewis« 
Rushing westward o'er the mountains , 
Stumblüig westward down the mountains , 
Three whole days retreated fighting, 
Still pursued by Hiawatha 
To the doorways of the West-Wind, 
To the portals of the Sunset, 
To the earth's remotest border, 
Where mto the empty Spaces 
^ioksthesun, asafiamingo 
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Drops into lier nest at nightfall, 
In the melanoholy marshes. 

'* Hold 1 " at length cried Mudjekeewis , 
"Hold, myson, mjHiawathal 
T is impossible to kill me , 
For you cannot kill the immortal. 
I haye put you-to this trial, 
But to know and prove yoiir courage ; 
Now receive the prize of valorl 

" Go back to yoor home and people. 
Live among them, toil among them, 
Cleanse the earth from all that harms it, 
Clear the fishing-grounds and rivers , 
Slay all monsters and mag^cians. 
All the giants , the Wendigoes , 
All the serpents , the Kenabeeks , 
As I slew the Mishe-Mokwa, 
Slew the Great Bear of the mountains. 

"And at last when Death draws near yoa, 
When the a^irful eyes of Pauguk 
Glare upon you in the darkness , 
I will share my kingdom with you , 
Ruler shall you be thenceforward 
Of theNorthwest-Wind, Keewaydin, 
Of the home-wind, the Keewaydin." 

Thus was fought that famous battle 
In the dreadM dayi of Shah-shah, 
In the days long since departed, 
In the kingdom of the West-Wind. 
Still the hunter sees its traces 
Scattered far o'er hill and yalley ; 
Sees the giant bulrush growing 
By the ponds and water-oourses, 
Sees the masses of the Wawbeek 
Lying still in erery yalley. 

Homeward now went Hiawatha; 
Fleasant was the landscape round him , 
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Pleasant was the air aboye him, 

For the bittemess of anger 

Had departed whoUy from him, 

From bis brarn the thought of vengeance , 

From bis heart the buinmg feyer. 

Only once bis paoe he slaokened, 
Only once he paused or halted , • 

Paused to purohase beads of axrows 
Of the ancient Airow-maker, 
In the land of the Dacotabs , 
Wheie the Falls of Minnebaba 
Flash and gleam among the oak-trees, 
Laugb and leap mto the yalley. 

There the ancient Arrow-maker 
Made bis airow-beads of sandstone , 
Arrow-beads of cbalcedony, 
Arrow-beads of flint and Jasper, 
Smoothed and sharpened at the edges, 
Hard and polished, keen and costly. 

With bim dweit bis dark'^yed daughter, 
Wayward as the Minnebaba, 
With her moods of shade and sunshine , 
Eyes tbat smiled and frowned altemate, 
Feet as rapid as the river, 
Tresses flowing like the water, 
And as musical a laugbter; 
And he named her from the riyer, 
From the water-fall he named her, 
Minnebaba, Laugbing Water. 

Was it then for beads of arrows, 
Arrow-beads of cbalcedony, 
Arrow-beads of flint and Jasper, 
Tbat my Blawatha halted 
In the land of the Dacotabs? 

Was it not to see the maiden , 
See the face of Laugbing Water 
Peeping from behind the curtaio | 
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Hear the rustling of her garments 
From behind the waving curtain , 
As one sees the Minnehaha 
Gleaming, glancing through the branches, 
As one hears the Laughing Water 
From behind its screen of branches? 
1 Who shall say what thoughts and visions 
I Fill the fiery brains of young men ? 
Who shail say what dreams of beauty 
Filled the heart of Hiawatha? 
All he told to oldNokomis, 
When he reached the lodge at sunset, 
Was the meeting with bis father, 
Was bis fight with Mudjekeewis; 
Not a Word he said of arrows, 
Not a Word of Laughing Water! 
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V. 
HIAWATHA'S FASTING. 

You shall hear how Hiawatha 
Prayed and fasted in the forest, 
Not for greater skill in hunting, 
Not for greater craft in fishing, 
Not for triumphs in the battle, 
And renown among the warriors, 
But for profit of the people , 
For advantage of the nations. 

First he btdlt a lodge for fasting, 
Built a wigwam in the forest, 
By the shining Big-Sea- Water, 
In the blithe and pieasant Spring-time, 
In the Moon of Leaves he built it. 
And, with dreams and visions many , 
Seyen whole days and nights he fasted« 

On the first day of his fasting 
Through the leafy voods he \randered ; 
Saw the deer start from the thicket, 
Saw the rabbit in his burrow, 
Heard the pheasant, Bena, drumming, 
Heardthesquirrel, Adjidaumo, 
Rattling in his hoard of acoms, 
Saw the pigeon, the Omeme , 
Building nests among the pine-trees. 
And in flocks the wild goose , Wawa , 
Fiying to the fen-lands northward, 
Whirring, waiiing far abo^e him. 
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"Master of Life!" hecried, desponding, 
"Most our liTOt dopend on these things?" 

On the next day of bis fasting 
By the riTex^a brink he wandered, 
ThronghtheMuakoday, themeadow, 
Saw the wild rice, Mahnomonee, 
Saw the bluebeny , Meenahga, 
Andthestrawberry, Odahmin, 
Andthegooaebeny, Shahbomin, 
Andthegrape-Yine, theBemahgat, 
Trailing o'er the alder-branches, 
Fillmgall the airwith fragrancel 
" Maater of Life P hecried, detponding, 
"Most our Uvea depend on theae tbinga?** 

On the third day of bis fasting 
By the lake he aat and pondered, 
By the still, transparent water; 
Sawthesturgeon, Nahma, leaping, 
Scattering drops Uke beads of wampum , 
Saw the yellow perch , the Sahwa , 
Like a sunbeam in the water, 
Saw the pike, the Maskenozha, 
And the herring, Okahahwis, 
And the Shawgashee , the craw-fish 1 
** Master of Life 1 ** he cried , desponding , 
"Must onr lives depend on these things?** 

On the fourth day of bis futing 
In bis lodge he lay exhansted ; 
From bis couch of leayes and branehes 
Oaaing with half-open eyelids, 
Füll of shadowy dreams and visions« 
Onthedizzy, swimming landscape, 
On the gleaming of the water, 
On the splendor of the sunset 

And he saw a youth approaohing« 
Dressed in garments green and yellow, 
Coming through the purple twil^t, 
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Through the splendor of the simset; 
Plumes of green bent o*er bis forebead, 
And bis bair was soft and golden. 

Standing at tbe open doorway , 
Long be looked at Hiawatba, 
Looked witb pity and compassion 
On bis wasted form and features , 
And, in accents like tbe sigbing 
Of tbe Soutb-Wind in the tree-tops, 
Saidbe, **OmyHiawatba! 
All your prayers are beard in beaven, 
For you pray not like tbe otbers, 
Not for greater skill in bunting, 
Not for greater oraft in fisbing , 
Not for trimnpb in tbe battle , 
Nor renown among tbe warriors, 
But for profit of tbe people, 
For advantage of tbe nations. 

"From tbe Master of Life descending, 
I, the Mend of man, Mondamin, 
Come to warn you and instruct you, 
How by stniggle and by labor 
You shall gain wbat you have prayed for. 
Bise up from your bed of brancbes, 
lUse, Oyoutb, and wrestle witb meP 

Faintwitbfamine, Hiawatha 
Started from bis bed of brancbes, 
From tbe twiligbt of bis wigwam 
Fortb into tbe flusb of sunset 
Game, and wrestled witb Mondamin; 
At bis toucb be feit new courage 
Tbrobbing in bis brain and bosom, 
Feit new lifo and bope and Tigor 
Ilun through every nerve and fibre. 

So they wrestled there together 
Li the glory of the sunset, 
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And the more they strove and struggled, 

Stronger still grew Hiawatha; 

Till the darkness feil aroimd tiiem, 

And the heran, the Shnh-fthnh-gah, 

From her haunts among the fen-lands, 

Oave a cry of lamentation, 

Oaye a scream of pain and famine. 

** T is enough 1 ** then said Mondamin, 
Smiling upon Hiawatha, 
**Butto-monrow, whenthesunsets, 
I will come again to try you.** 
And he yanished, and was seen not; 
Whether sinking as the rain sinks, 
Whether rising as the mists rise, 
Hiawatha saw not , knew not , 
Only saw that he had yanished, 
Leaving him alone and fainting, 
With the misty lake below him, 
And the reeling stars aboye hun. 

On the morrow and the nezt day, 
When the sun through heaven descending, 
Like a red and buming cinder 
From the hearth of the Great Spirit, 
Fell into the westem waters, 
Came Mondamin for the trial, 
For the strife with ffiawatha ; 
Came as silent as the dew comea , 
From the empty ur appearing, 
Into empty air retuming, 
Taking shape when earth it touches, 
But invisible to all men 
In its Coming and its going. 

Thrice they wrestled there together 
In the glory of the simset, 
TOI the darkness feil araimd them, 
Till the heron, the Shuh-shub-gah, 
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From her haunts among the fen-lands, 
Uttered her loud cry of famine, 
And Mondamin pauaed to listen. 

Tall and beauüfol he stood there, 
In his garments green and yellow; 
To and fro his plumes aboye him 
Wayed and nodded with his breathing, 
And the sweat of the enconnter 
Stood like drops of dew npon him. 

Andhecried, "OlCawatha! 
Bravely have you wrestled with me, 
Thrice have wrestled stoutly with me , 
And the Master of Life, who sees us, 
He will give to you the triumph ! *• 

Thenhesmiled, andsaid: "To-morrow 
Is the last day of your conflict, 
Is the last day of your fasting. 
You will conquer and o'eroome me; 
Make a bed for me to lie in, 
Where the rain may fall upon me, 
Where the sun may come and warm me ; 
Strip these garments, green and yellow, 
Strip this nodding plumage from me , 
Lay mein the earth, andmakeit 
Soft and loose and light above me. 

"Let no hand disturb my slumber, 
Let no weed nor worm molest me, 
LetnotKahgahgee, theraven, 
Come to haunt me and molest me, 
Only come yourself to watch me, 
Tilllwake, andstart, and quicken, 
Till I leap into the sunshine.** 

And thus saying, hedeparted; 
FeaceluUy slept Hiawatha, 
But he heard the Wawonaissa , 
Heard the whippoorwill complaining, 
Longf$ilw. ü* 13 
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Perched upon his lonely wigwam; 
Heard the nuhing Sebowisha, 
Heard the riTulet rippling near him, 
Talking to the darksome forest; 
Heard the sighing of the branches, 
As they liited and subsided 
At the passing of the night-wind, 
Heard ihem, as one hears in slumber 
Far-ofmurmurs, dreamy vhispers: 
Peacefolly slept Hiawatha. 

Od the moirow came Nokomis, 
On the seventh day of bis fasting, 
Game with food for Hiawatha , 
Came impioring and bewailing, 
Lest bis hunger sbould o*ercome bim, 
Lest bis fasting sbould be fatal. 

But he tasted not, and touched not, 
Only Said to her, "Nokomis, 
Wait until the sun is setting, 
Till the darkness falls aroimd us, 
Till the heron, the Shuh-sbub-gah, 
Crying firom the desolate marsbes, 
Teils US that the day is ended.** 

Homeward weeping went Nokomis, 
Sorrowing for her Hiawatha, 
Fearing lest bis strength sbould &il bim. 
Lest bis fasting sbould be fataL 
He meanwbile sat weary vaiting 
For the Coming of Mondamin , 
Till the shadovs, pointing eastward, 
LengÜiened over field and forest, 
Till the sun dropped from the beayen, 
Floating on the waters westward, 
As a red leaf in the Autumn 
Falls and floats upon the water, 
Falls and sinks into its bosom. 
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And behold ! the young Mondamin, 
With bis Boft and shining tresses , 
'Wlth his gannents green and yellow, 
'Wlth his long and glossy plnmage, 
Stood and beckoned at the doorway. 
And as one in slumber Walking, 
Pale and haggard , but undaunted , 
From the wigwam Hiawatha 
Game and wrestled with Mondamin. 

Bound about him spun the landscape, 
Sky and forest reeled together , 
And his strong heart leaped within him, 
As the sturgeon leaps and struggles 
In a net to break its meshes. 
Like a ring of fire around him 
Blazed and flared the red horizon, 
And a hundred smis seemed looking 
At the combat of the wrestlers. 

Suddenly upon the greensward 
All alone stood Hiawatha, 
Panting with his wild exertion, 
Palpitating with the struggle ; 
Andbeforehim, breathless, lifeless, 
Lay the youth , with hair disheyelled, 
Plumage tom , and gannents tattered , 
Dead he lay there in the sunset. 

And victorions Hiawatha 
Made the grave as he commanded, 
Stripped the garments from Mondamin, 
Stripped his tattered plumage from him, 
Laidhimintheearth, andmadeit 
Soft and loose and light aboye him ; 
And the heron , the Shuh-shuh-gah , 
From the melancholy moorlands, 
Oave a cry of lamentation, 
Gare a cry of pain and anguish ! 
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Homeward then went Hiawatha 
To the lodge of old Nokomis , 
And the seven days of hia fasting 
Were accomplisbed and completed. 
But the place was not forgotten 
Where he wiestled with Mondamin; 
Nor forgotten nor neglected 
Was the grave where lay Mondamin, 
Sleeping in the rain and sunshine , 
Where his scattered plumes and garments 
Faded in the rain and sunshine. 

Day by day did Hiawatha 
Go to wait and watch beside it; 
Kept the dark moüld soft above it; 
Kept it clean from weeds and insects, 
Drove away, with scoffs and shoutings, 
Kahgahgee, thekingofravens. 

Till at length a small green feather 
From the earth shot slowly upward, 
Then another and another, 
And beforethe Summer ended 
Stood the maize in all its beauty, 
With its shining rohes about it, 
And its long, soft, yellowtresses; 
And in rapture Hiawatha 
Cried aloud, "It is Mondamin! 
Yes, thefriendofman, Mondamin I" 

Then he called to old Nokomis 
And lagoo , the great boaster , 
Showed them where the maize was growing, 
Told them of his wondrous vision, 
Of his wrestling and his triumph, 
Of this new gift to the nations , 
Which should be their food for eyer. 

And still later, when the Autumn 
Changed the long, green leaves to yellow. 
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And the soft and juicy kemels 
Orew like wampum hard and yellow, 
Then the ripened ears he gathered, 
Stripped the withered hufiks from off them, 
As he once had stripped the wrestler, 
Gave the first Feast of Mondamin , 
And made known unto the people 
This new gift of the Great Spirit. 
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VI. 

HIAWATHA'S FRIENDS. 

Two good firiendB had Hiawathji, 

Singled out from all the others, 

Bound to lum in closest union, 

And to whom he gaye the right hand 

Ofhisheart, injoy andsorrow; 

Chibiabos, the musician, 

And the very strong man, Kwasind. 

Straight between them ran the pathway, 
Neyer grew the grass upon it; 
Singing birds , Üiat utter falsehoods , 
Story-tellers, mischief-makers, 
Found no eager ear to listen , 
Could not breed iU-will between them , 
For they kept each other*8 counsel , 
Spake with naked hearts together, 
Fondering much and much contriving 
How the tribes of men might prosper. 

Most beloyed by Hiawatha 
Was the gentle Chibiabos, 
He the best of all musicians, 
He the sweetest of all singers. 
Beautiful and childlike was he, 
Brayeasmanis, softaswoman, 
Fliant as a wand of willow, 
Stately as a deer with antlers. 

When he sang, the yillage listened; 
All the warriors gathered round him, 
All the women came to hear him ; 
Now he stirred their souls to passion, 
Now he melted them to pity. 
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From the hollow reeds he fashioned 
Flutes so muflical and mellow, 
Thatthebrook, the Sebowisha, 
Ceased to murmur in the woodland , 
That the wood-birds ceased from smging, 
And the squirrel, Adjidaumo, 
Ceased bis chatter in the oak-tree, 
Andtherabbzt, theWabasso, 
Sat upright to lock and listen. 

Yes, thebrook, the Sebowisha, 
Pausing, said, ^' Chibiabos , 
Teach my wayes to flow in music , 
Softly as your words in singingl " 

Yes, the biue-bird, the Owaissa, 
Envious, Said, '^ Chibiabos, 
Teach me tones as wild and wayward, 
Teach me songs as füll of frenzy P 

Yes, theOpechee, the robin, 
Joyous, said, "OChibiabos, 
Teach me tones as sweet and tender, 
Teach me songs as fall of gladness I ** 

Andthewhippoorwill, Wawonaissa, 
Sobbing, said, *^ Chibiabos, 
Teach me tones as melancholy, 
Teach me songs as fall of sadness!*' 

All the many sounds of nature 
Borrowed sweetness from his singing; 
All the hearts of men were softened 
By the pathos of his music; 
For he sang of peace and freedom, 
Sangofbeauty, love, andlonging; 
Sangofdeath, and life undying 
In the Islands of the Blessed, 
In the kingdom of Fonemah, 
In the land of the Hereafter. 

Yery dear to Hiawatha 
Was the gentle Chibiabos, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



200 THE SOKO OF HIAWATHA. 

He the best of all musidaiui, 
He tbe sweetest of all singen ; 
For bis gentieness be loved bhn, 
And tbe magic of bis singing. 

Dear, too, untoHiawatba 
Wastbeyerystrongman, Kwasind, 
He tbe strongest of all mortals, 
He tbe migbtiest among many ; 
For bis yery strengtb be loyed bim, 
For bis strengtb allied to goodness. 

Idle in bis youtb was Kwasind, 
Verylistless, dull, anddreamy, 
Neyer played witb otber cbildren, 
Neyer fisbed and neyer bunted, 
Not like otber cbildren was be ; 
But tbey saw tbat mucb be fasted, 
Much bis Manito entreated, 
Mach besougbt bis Guardian Spirit. 
" Lasy Kwasind ! "* said bis motber, 
" In my work you neyer belp me ! 
In tbe Summer you are roaming 
Idly in tbe fields and forests ; 
In tbe Winter you are cowering 
0*er tbe firebrands in tbe wigwam I 
In tbe coldest days of Winter 
I must break tbe ice for fisbing; 
Witb my nets you neyer belp me ! 
At tbe door my nets are banging, 
Dripping, freezing witb tbe water; 
Go and wring tbem, Yenadizze! 
Go and dry ti^em in tbe sunsbine ! ** 

Slowly, firomtheasbes, Kwasind 
Rose, but made no angry answer; 
From tbe lodge went forth in silence , 
Took tbe nets, tbat bung together, 
Dripping, freezing at tbe doorway, 
like a wisp of straw be wrung tbem i 
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Like a wisp of straw he broke them , 
GoiÜd not erring them without breaking, 
Such the strength was in bis fingen. 

'^LasyKwasindl'* said bis fatber, 
'^ In the bunt you never belp me ; 
Eyery bow you touch is broken , 
Snapped asunder every arrow; 
Yet come with me to the forest , 
You shall bring the hunting homeward.** 

Down a narrow pass tbey wandered , 
IVhere a brooklet led them onward, 
Where the trail of deer and bison 
Marked the soft mud on the margin , 
Till tbey found all furtber passage 
Sbutagainstthem, barred securely 
By the tnmks of trees uprooted, 
Lyinglengthwise, lyingorosswise, 
And forbidding further passage. 

" We must go back /' said tiie old man , 
" O'er these logs we cannot damber; 
Not a woodchuck coidd get through them , 
Not a squirrel clamber o'er them I •* 
And straightway bis pipe he lighted, 
And sat down to smoke and ponder. 
But before bis pipe was finished, 
Lo I the path was cleared before bim; 
All the tnmks had Kwasind lifted , 
To the right band , to the left band , 
Shot the pine - trees swift as arrows , 
Hurled the oedars light as lances. 

^ Lazy Kwasind ! " said the young men , 
As they sported in the meadow; 
««Why stand idly looking at us, 
Leaning on the rock behind you? 
Come and wrestle with the others , 
Itet US pitch the <|uoit togetberl" 
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Lazy ILwaBind made no answer, 
To their challenge made no answer, 
Onlyrose, and, slowlytuming, 
Seized the huge rock in his fingers, 
Tore it from its deep foundation, 
Foised it in the abr a moment, 
Fitched it sheer into the river, 
Sheer into the swift Pauwating, 
Where it still is seen in Summer. 

Once as down that foaming riyer, 
Down the rapids of Pauwating, 
Kwasind suled with his companions, 
In the stream he saw a beaver, 
SawAhmeek, the King ofBeavers, 
Struggling with the rushing currents, 
Rising, sinking in the water. 

Without speaking , without pausing , 
Kwasind leaped into the riyer, 
Plunged beneath the bubbling surface , 
Through the whirlpools chased the beaver, 
Followed him among the islands, 
Stayed so long beneath the water, 
lliat his terrified companions 
Cried, "AlasI goodbyeto Kwasind 1 
We shall never more see Kwasind 1" 
But he reappeared triumphant, 
And upon his shining Shoulders 
Brought the beayer, dead and dripping, 
Brought the King of all the Beayers. 

And these two , as I haye told you, 
Were the firiends of Hiawatha, 
Chibiabos, themusician, 
And the yery streng man , Kwasind. 
Long they liyed in peace together, 
Spake with naked hearts together, 
Fondering much and much contriying 
How the tribes of men might prosper. 
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VII. 

HIAWATHA'S SAILING. 

" Gl VE me of your bark , Birch - Tree I 
Of your yellow bark , O Birch - Tree I 
Growing by the rushing river , 
Tall and stately in the valley I 
I a light oanoe will build me , 
Build a swift Cheemaun for sailing, 
That shall float upon the rirer, 
Like a yellow leaf in Autumn , 
Like a yellow water-lily ! 

" Lay aside your cloak , O Birch-Tree ! 
Lay aside your white-skin wrapper , 
For the Summer-time is Coming, 
And the sun is warm in heaven , 
And you need no white-skin wrapper 1 " 

Thus aloud cried Hiawatha 
In the solitary forest , 
By the rushing Taquamenaw , 
liVhen the birds were singing gayly , 
In the Moon of Leayes were singing, 
And the sun, from sleep awaking, 
Started up and Said, " Behold me! 
Geezis, thegreatSun, behold mel" 

And the tree with all its branches 
Bustled in the breeze of moming, 
Saying, with a sigh of patience, 
"Take my cloak, O Hiawatha!" 

With his knife the tree he girdled ; 
Just beneath its lowest branches, 
Just above the roots , he cut it , 
Till the sap came ooring outward ; 
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Downthetnmk, firomtoptobottoiiiy 
Sheer he deft the buk arander, 
With a wooden wedge he laiBed it, 
Stripped it firom the trank unbroken. 

^GiTemeofyoiirboaghs, OCedarl 
Of your strong and pliant bianchea , 
My canoe to make more steady , 
Make more streng and firm beneath me I** 

Throttgh the lummit of the Cedar 
Wentasound, acryofhorror, 
Went a mnrmnr of resistance; 
Bat it whispered , bending downward, 
''Take my bougha, O Hiawathai" 

Down he hewed the boughs of cedar, 
Shaped them atraightway to a framework , 
Like two bows he formed and ihaped them, 
Like two bended bowi together. 

*' Give me of yoor roots, O Tamarack! 
Of your fibrous roots , O Larch-Tree I 
My canoe to bind together, 
So to bind the ends together 
That the water may not enter, 
That the river may not wet me I " 

AndtheLarch, with all itsflbres, 
Shiyered in the air of moming, 
Touched bis forehead with its tasseis, 
Said, with one long sigh of sorrow, 
''Take them all, O Hiawathai" 

From the earth he tore the fibres, 
Tore the tough roots of the Larch-Tree , 
Glosely sewed the bark together, 
Bound it closely to the framework. 

"GiTemeofyourbalm, OFir-Treel 
Of yoor baisam and your resin , 
So to close the seams together 
That the water may not entet , 
Thi^t the river may not wet m^t" 
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And the Fir-Tree, tail and sombre , 
Sobbed through all its robes of darkjiesB, 
Rattled like a shore with pebbles , 
Answered wailing, answered weeping, 
"Take my bahn, Omawatbal" 

And he took the teais of baisam, 
Took the resin of the Fir-Tree , 
Smeared therewith each seam and fissure, 
Made each crevice aafe from water. 

" Gi ve me of your quills , Hedgehog 1 
Allyourquills, OKagh, the Hedgehog! 
I will make a necklace of them, 
Make a girdle for my beauty , 
And two Stars to deck her bosom I ** 

From a hoUow tree the Hedgehog 
With his sleepy eyes looked at him , 
Shothisshiningquills, likearrows, 
Saying, withadrowsymurmur, 
Tfajrough the tangle of his whiskers , 
^'Takemyqoills, OHlawathal" 

From äie ground the quills he gathered, 
Ali the little shining arrows, 
Stained them red and blue and yellow, 
With the Juice of roots and bexries; 
Into his canoe he wrought them, 
Round its waist a shining girdle, 
Round its bows a gleaming necklace, 
On its breast two stars resplendent 

Thus the Birch Canoe was builded 
Intheyalley, bytheriver, 
In the bosom of the forest; 
And the forest's life was in it, 
All its mystery and its magic, 
All the lightness of the biroh-tree , 
All the toughness of the cedar, 
Ali the larch's supple sinews; 
And it floated on the rirer 
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Like a yellow leaf in Autumn, 
Like a yellow vater-lily. 

Paddles none had Hiawatha, 
Paddles none he had or needed , 
For his thoughts as paddles served hiin, 
And his wishes senred to guide him ; 
Swift or slow at wiU he glided, 
Veered to right or left at pleasuie. 

Then he called aloud to Kwaaind, 
Tohisfriend, thestrongman, Kwasind, 
Saying, ^^Help me clear this river 
Of its sanken logs and sand-hars.** 

Straight into the river Kwasind 
Plunged as if he were an otter, 
Dove as if he were a beayer, 
Stood up to his waist in water, 
To his arm-pits in the river, 
Swam and shouted in the river, 
Tugged at sunken logs and branches, 
With his hands he scooped the sand-bars , 
With his feet the ooze and tangle. 

And thus sailed my Hiawatha 
Down the rushing Taquamenaw, 
Sailed through all its bends and windings , 
Sailed through all its deeps and shallows , 
While his friend, thestrongman, Kwasind, 
Swam the deeps, the shallows waded. 

Up and down the river went they , 
In and out among its Islands, 
Cleared its bed of root and sand-bar , 
Dragged the dead trees from its Channel, 
Made its passage safe and oertain , 
Made a pathway for the people, 
From its Springs among the mountains , 
To the waters of Fauwating, 
To the bay of Taquamenaw. 
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vm. 



HIAWATHA'S FISHING. 

FoRTH upon the Gitche Gumee, 
On the shiningBig-Sea^Water, 
With bis fishing-line of cedar , 
Of the twisted bark of oedar , 
Forth to catch the sturgeon Nahma, 
Mishe-Nahma , King of Fishes , 
In his birch canoe exulting 
All alone went Hiawatha. 

Through the clear, transparent water 
He could see the fishes swimmmg 
Far down in the depths below bim ; 
See the yellow perch the Sahwa, 
Like a sunbeam in the water, 
SeetbeShawgashee, thecraw-fish, 
Like a spider on the bottom, 
On the white and sandjr bottom. 

At the Stern sat Hiawatha, 
With his fishing-line of cedar ; 
In his plumes the breeze of moming 
Flayed as in the hemlock branches; 
Onthebows, withtailerected, 
SattheSquirrel, Adjidaumo; 
In his für the breeze of moming 
Flayed as in the prairie grasses. 

On the white sand of tiie bottom 
Lay the monster Mishe-Nahma, 
Lay the sturgeon , King of Fishes ; 
Through his giils he breathed the water, 
With his fins he fanned and winnowed, 
With bis tail he swept the sand-floor. 
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There he lay in all his armor; 
On each aide a shield to guard him, 
Plates of bonenpon his forehead, 
Down hla sidea and back and Shoulders 
Plates of hone with spines projectingl 
Fainted was he with his war-paints, 
Stiipes of yellow, red, andazure, 
Spots of brown and spots of sable ; 
And he lay there on Üie bottom , 
Fanning with his fins of purple, 
As aboTe him Hiawatha 
In his birch canoe came sailing, 
With his fishing line of cedar. 

"Takemybait!" criedffiawatha, 
Down into the depths beneath him, 
^^Takemybait, OStorgeon, Nahmal 
Come up from below the water, 
Let US see which b the stronger I" 
And he dropped his line of oedar 
Through the clear, transparent water, 
Waited vainly for an answer. 
Long sat waiting for an answer, 
And repeating loud and louder, 
"Takemybait, OKingofFishes!** 

Quiet lay the sturgeon , Nahma, 
Fanning slowly in the water, 
Looking up at Hiawatha , 
Listening to his call and clamor , 
His unnecessary tumult, 
Till he wearied of the shouting; 
And he aaid to the Kenozha, 
To the pike, theMaskenozha, 
'^Take the bait of this rüde fellow, 
Break the line of Hiawatha I" 

In his fingen Hiawatha 
Feit the loose line jerk and tighten; 
Aa he drew it Wy it tugged so 
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That tlie birch canoe stood endwise , 
Like a birch log in the water, 
Withthesquirrel, Adjidaumo, 
Perched and friskiug on the summit. 

FuU of 8Com was Hiawatha 
When he saw the fish rise upward , 
Saw the pike, the Maskenozha, 
Coming nearer, nearertohim, 
And he shouted through the water, 
"Esal esa! Shameuponyoul 
Youarebut the pike, Kenozha, 
You are not the fish I wanted, 
You are not the King of Fishes I " 

Reeling downward to the bottom 
Sank the pike in great confusion, 
Andthemightysturgeon, Nahma, 
Said to Ugudwash , the sun-fish, 
**Take the bait of this great boaster. 
Break the line of Hiawatha!" 

Slowly upward, wayering, gleaming 
Like a white moon in the water, 
Kose the Ugudwash , the sun-fish, 
Seized the lüie of Hiawatha, 
Swung with all bis weight upon it, 
Made a whiripool in the water, 
Whirled the birch canoe in circles. 
Round and round in gurgling eddies, 
Till the circles in the water 
Heached the far-off sandy beaches, 
Till the water-flags and rushes 
Nodded on the distant margins. 

But when Hiawatha saw him 
Slowly rising through the water, 
Liftingliis great diso of whiteness, 
Loud he sho.uted in derision, 
"Esal esa! shameuponyoul 
You are Ugudwash, the sun-fish | 
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YoQ are not the fi&h I wanted, 
You are not the King offlahes!" 

WaTering downwud, white and ghastly, 
Sank the Ugudwaah, theann-fish« 
AndagamÜiestorgeon, Nahma, 
Heard the ahout of Hiawatha, 
Heard his challenge of defiance, 
The unnecessary tumolt, 
Hinging far across the water. 

F^m the white sand of the hottom 
Up he rose with angry gestore , 
Quiyering in each nerve and fihre, 
Claahing all his plates of annor, 
Gieaming hright with all his war-paint; 
In his wrath he darted upward, 
Flaahing ieaped into the snnshine , 
Opened hia great jawa, and swallowed 
Both canoe and Hiawatha. 

Down into that darksome caTem 
Plunged the headlong Hiawatha, 
As a log on some bia^ river 
Shoota and plunges down the rapids , 
Found himself in utter darkness, 
Oroped about in helpless wonder, 
Till he feit a great heart beating, 
Throbbing in that utter darknesa. 

And he smote it in his anger, 
With bis fist, the heart of Nahma, 
Feit the mighty King of Fishes 
Shudder through each nerve and fibre , 
Heard the water gurgle round him 
As he ieaped and staggered through it , 
Siok at heart, and faint and weary. 

Grosswise then did Hiawatha 
Drag his birch-canoe for safety, 
Lest from out the jaws of Naluna, 
In the turmoii and confüsion, 
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Forth he might be hurled and perish. 
And the squirrel, Adjidanmo, 
Frisked and chattered yery gayly, 
Toiled and tugged with Hiawatha 
Till the labor was completed. 

Then said Hiawatha to hün , 
'* O my litÜe friend , the squirrel , 
Bravely have you toiled to help me ; 
Take the thanks of Hiawatha, 
And the name which now he giyes you ; 
For hereafter and for ever 
Boys shall call you Adjidaumo , 
Taä-in-air the boys shall call you 1 " 

Andagainthesturgeon, Nahma, 
Gasped and quiyered in the water, 
Then was still, and drifted landward 
Till he grated on the pebbles, 
Till the listening Hiawatha 
Heard him grate upon the margin, 
Feit him Strand upon the pebbles, 
KnawthatNahma, Kingoflishes, 
Lay there dead upon the margin. 

Then he hearda clang and flap{>ing, 
As of many wings assembling, 
Heard a screaming and conAision, 
As of birds of prey oontending, 
Saw a gleam of light aboTe hkn , 
Shining through tiie ribs of Nahma, 
Saw the glittering eyes of sea-gulls, 
OfKayoshk, the sea-gulls, peering, 
Gazing at him through the opening , 
Heard them saying to each other, 
«Tisourbrother, Hiawatha!'' 

And he shouted firom below them , 
Cried ezulting from Üie cayems: 
^'OyeseapguUsI Omybrothers! 
I haye slain the tfturgeon , Nahma ; 



U» 
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Make the rüts a little larger, 

With your clanre the openings widen, 

Set me free from this dark prison , 

And hencefbrward and for ever 

Men shall speak of your achievements, 

Calling you Kayoshk , the sea-gulls , 

Yes, Kayoshk, the Noble Scratchers I** 

And the wild and damorous sea-gulls 
Toiled with beak and claws together, 
Made the rifts and openings wider 
In the mighty ribs of Nahma, 
And from peril and from prison , 
From the body of the sturgeon , 
From the peril of the water, 
Was reieased my Hiawatha. 

He was standing near his wigwam , 
On the margin of the water, 
And he called to old Nokomis, 
Called and beckoned to Nokomis , 
Pointed to the sturgeon , Nahma, 
Lying lifeless on the pebbles, 
With the sea-gulls feeding on him. 

"I have slain the Mishe*Nahma, 
Slain the King of Fishes 1 " said he; 
"Look! the sea-gulls feed upon him, 
Yes, myfriend Kayoshk, the sea-gulls; 
Drive them not away, Nokomis, 
They have saved me from great peril 
In the body of the sturgeon, 
Wait unlil their meal is ended, 
Till their craws are fiill with feasting, 
Till they homewardfly, atsunset, 
To their nests among the marshes; 
Then bring all your pots and kettles , 
And make oil for us in Winter." 

And she waited tili the sun set, 
Till the paUidmoon, thonight-suni 
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Hose above the tranquil water, 
Till Kayoshk, the sated sea-gulls, 
From their banquet rose with ciamor , 
And across the fieiy sunset 
Winged tbeir way to far-off Islands , 
To their nests among the rushes. 

To bis sleep went Hiawatha, 
And Nokomis to her labor, 
Toiling patient in the moonlight , 
Till the sun and moon changed places, 
Till the sky was red with sunrise , 
AndKayoshk, thehungrysea-gulls, 
Game back from the reedy Islands, 
Clamoroos for their moming banquet 

Three whole days and night« altemate 
Old Nokomis and the sea-gulls 
Stripped the oily flesh of Nahma, 
Till the waves washed through the rib-bones, 
Till the sea-gulls came no longer, 
And upon the sands lay nothing 
But the skeleton of Nahma. 
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IX. 

HIAWATHA AND THE PEARL -FE ÄTHER. 

Oä the sliores of Gitche Gumee, 
Of the shiniDg Big-Sea^Water, 
Stood Nokomis, the old woman, 
Pointing with her finger westward, 
0*er the water pointing westward, 
To the purple clouds of sunset 

Fiercely the red sun descending 
Bumed his way along the heavens, 
Set the sky on fire behind him, 
As war-parties, when retreating, 
Bum the pruries on their war-trail; 
Andthemoon, theNight-Sun, eastward, 
Suddenly starting from his ambush, 
Followed fast those Woody footprints, 
FoUowed in that fiery war-txail, 

With its glare upon his features. 
And Nokomis , the old woman, 

Pointing with her finger westward, 

Spake these words to Hiawatha: 

" Yonder dwells the great Pearl-Feather, 

Megissogwon, theMagician, 

Manito of Wealth and Wampum, 

Guarded by his fiery serpents, 

Guarded by the black pitch-water. 

You can see his fiery serpents, 

The Kenabeek, the great serpents, 

Coüing, playing in the water; 

You can see the black pitch-water 

Stretching far away beyond them» 

To the purple clouds of sunset! 
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*'He it was who slew my father, 
By his wioked iriles and cunning, 
When he from the moon diescended, 
When he came on earth to seek me. 
He, themightiestofMagicians, 
Sends the feyer from the marahes, 
Sends the pestilential yapors, 
Sends the poisonous ezhalations, 
Sends the white fog from the fen-länds, 
Sends disease and death among us 1 

^Takeyourbow, OHiawatha, 
Take your arrows, jasper-headed, 
Take your war-club , Puggawaugun , 
And your mittens, Minjekahwun, 
And your birch-canoe for saüing, 
And the oil of Mishe-Nahma, 
Sotosmearitssides, thatswifily 
You may pass theblack pitch-water; 
Slay this merciless magician, 
Save the people from the fever 
That he breathes across the fen-lands, 
And ayenge my father's murderP 

Straightway then my Hiawatha 
Armed himself with all his war-gear, 
Launched his birch-canoe for sailing; 
With his palm its sides he patted, 
Said with glee, '^Cheemaim, my darling, 
OmyBirch-Canoel leap fbrward, 
Where you see the fiery serpents, 
Where you see the black pitch-water I " 

Forward leaped Cheemaun exulting, 
And the noble Hiawatha 
Sang his war-song wild and wofiil, 
And above him the war-eagle, 
TheKeneu, the great war-eagle, 
Master of all fowls with feathers, 
Soreamed and hurUed through the heaTens, 
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Soon he reached the ftery serpents, 
The Kenabeek, the great serpents, 
Lying huge upon the water, 
Sparkling, rippling m the water, 
Lying coUed across the passage, 
With their blazing crests uplifted, 
Breathing fiery fogs and vapora, 
So that none couid paas beyond them. 

But the fearless Hiawatha 
Criedaloud, andspakeinthiswise: 
'^Let me pass my way , Kenabeek, 
Let me go upon my joumey!" 
And they answered, hissing fiercely, 
With their fiery breath made anawer: 
"Back, go backt OShaugodaya! 
Back to old Nokomis , Faint-heart I " 

Then the angry Hiawatha 
Haised hb mighty bow of ash-tree, 
Seized bis arrows-, jasper-headed, 
Shot them fast among the serpents; 
Eyery twanging of the bow-string 
Was a war-cry and a death-^ry, 
Every whizzing of an arrow 
Was a death-song of Kenabeek. 

Weitering in the bioody water, 
Dead lay all the fiery serpents, 
And among them Hiawatha 
Harmless sailed, and cried ezulting: 
"Onward, Cheemaun, mydarlingl 
Onward to the black pitch- water !" 

Then he took the oil of Nahma, 
And the bows and sides anointed, 
Smeared them well with oil, that swifÜy 
He might pass the black pitch -water. 

All night long he sailed upon it| 
Sailed upon that sluggish water, 
CoTered with its mould of ages, 
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Black with rotting water-rushes, 
Rank with flags and leaves of lilies, 
Stagnant, lifeless, dreary, dismal, 
Lighted by the shünmering moonlight, 
And by wili-o'-the-wisps illumined, 
Fires by ghosts of dead men kindled, 
In their weary nightrencampments. 

All the air was white with moonlight, 
All the water black with shadow, 
And aroond him the Suggema, 
The mosquitos , sang their war-song, 
Andthefire-flies, Wah-wah-taysee, 
WaTed their torches to mislead him ; 
Andthebull-frog, theDahinda, 
Thrust his head into the moonlight, 
Fixed hia yellow eye» upon him, 
Sobbed and sank beneath the surface ; 
And anon a thousand whistles, 
Answered over all the fen-lands, 
Andtheheron, the Shuh-shuh-gah, 
Far off on the reedy margin, 
Heralded the hero's coming. 

Westward thus fared Hiawatha, 
Toward the realm of Megissogwon, 
Toward the land of the Fearl-Feather, 
Till the leyel moon stared at him, 
In his face stared pale and haggard, 
Till the sun was hot behind him, 
Till it bumed upon his Shoulders, 
And before him on the upland 
He could see the Shining Wigwam 
Of the Manito of Wampnm, 
Of the mightiest of Mag^cians. 

Then once more Cheemaun he patted, 
To his birch-canoe Said, ««Onward!" 
And it stinred in all its fibres, 
And with one great bonnd of triumph 
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Leaped aeross the water-lilies, 
Leaped thzough tangied flags and nwhes, 
And upon the beach beyond them 
Dry-shod landed Hiawatha. 

Straight he took his bow of ash-tree, 
One end on the sand he rested, 
With his knee he preesed the middle, 
Stretched the faithfül bow-string tighter, 
Took an arrow, jasper-headed, 
Shot it at the Shining Wigwam, 
Sent it singing as a herald, 
As a bearer of his message, 
Of his challenge load and lofty: 
" Come forth fh>m your lodge , Fearl-Feather I 
Hiawatha waits your Coming I '* 

Straightway from the Shining Wigwam 
Game the mighty Megissogwon, 
Tall of stature, broad of Shoulder, 
Dark and terrible in aspect, 
Clad from head to foot in wampum, 
Armed with all his warlike weapons, 
Fainted like the sky of moming, 
Streaked with crimson, blue and yeliow, 
Crested with great eagle-feathers, 
Streaming upward, Streaming outward. 

"Welllknowyou, Hiawathal" 
Cried he in a voice of thunder, 
In a tone of loud derision. 
** Hasten back, OShaugodayal 
Hasten back among the women, 
Back to old Nokomis, Funt-heart! 
I will slay you as you stand there, 
As of old I siew her father I" 

But my IBQawatha answered. 
Nothing damited, fearing nothing: 
'^Big words do not smite like war-dubsi 
Boastful breath is not a bow-ttring, 
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Taunts are not so sharp as arrows, 
Deeds are better things than wozds are, 
Actions mightier than boastingsl** 

Tben began the greatest baUle 
That the sun had ever looked on, 
That the war-birds ever witnessed. 
All a Siunmer^s day it laated, 
From the sunrise to the sunset; 
For the shafte of Hiawatha 
Harmless hit the shirt of wampum, 
Haimless feil the blows he dealt it 
Withhu mittens, Minjekahwun, 
HarmlesB feil the heavy war-dub ; 
It could dash the rocks asonder, 
But it could not break the meshes 
Of thatmagic shirt of waxapum. 

Till at sunset Hlawatha, 
Leaning on bis bow of ash - tree, 
Wounded, weary, and deaponding, 
With his mighty war-dub broken, 
With bis mittens tom and tattered, 
And three uselesa axrows only, 
Paused to rest beneath a pine-tree, 
From whose branches trailed the mosses, 
And whose trank was coated over 
With the Dead-man*s Moccason-leather, 
With the fungus white and yellow. 

Suddenly from the boughs above him 
Sang the Mama, the woodpecker: 
"Aimyourairows, Hiawatha, 
At the head of Megissogwon, 
Strike the tuft of hair upon it, 
At their roots the long blaek tresses ; 
There alone can. he be wounded ! " 

Wingedwithfeathers, tipped with Jasper, 
Swift flew Hiawatha's arrow, 
Just as Megissogwon, stooping, 
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Baised a heavy stone to thirow it. 
Füll upon the crown it strack him, 
At the roots of his long tresses, 
And he reeled and staggered forward, 
Plunging like a woonded bison, 
Yes, likePezhekee, thebison, 
When the snow is on the praiiie. 

Swifter flew the second arrow, 
In the pathway of the other, 
Piercing deeper than the other, 
Wounding sorer than the other; 
And the knees of Megissogwon 
Shook like windy reeds beneath him, 
Bent and trembled like the rushes. 

But the third and latest arrow 
Swiftest flew, and wounded sorest, 
And the mighty Megissogwon 
Saw the fiery eyes of Pauguk, 
Saw the eyes of Death glare at him , 
Heard his voice call in the darkness; 
At the feet of Hiawatha 
Lifeless lay the great Pearl-Feather, 
Lay the mightiest of Magicians. 

Then the grateful Hiawatha 
Called the Mama, the woodpecker, 
From his perch among the branches 
Of the melancholy pine-tree. 
And, in honorof his Service, 
Stained with blood the tuft of feathers 
On the little head of Mama; 
Even to this day he wears it , 
Wears the tuft of crimson feathers , 
As a Symbol of his servioe. 

Then he stripped the shirt of wampum 
From the back of Megissogwon , 
As a trophy of the battle, 
As a Signal of his conquest» 
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On the sliore he left the body , 
Halfen land and half in water, 
In the sand his feet were buned, 
And his face was in the water. 
Andabovehim, wheeled and damozed 
TheKeneu, thegreatwar-eagle, 
Sailing round in narrower oiides, 
Hoyering nearer, nearer, nearer* 

From tiie wigwam Hiawatha 
Bore the wealtib of Megissogwon, 
All his wealth of skins and wampum, 
Fürs of bison and of beaver, 
Fürs of sable and of ermine , 
Wampum belts and strings and pouches , 
Quivers wrought with beads of wampum , 
FilledwitharrowB, silyer-headed. 

Homeward then he sailed exulting, 
Homeward through the black pitch-water, 
Homeward through the weitering serpents, 
With the trophies of the battle , 
With a shout and song of triumph. 

On the shore stood old Nokomis , 
On the shore stood Chibiabos, 
Andtheyerystrongman, Kwasind, 
Wuting for the hero's Coming, 
Listening to his song of triumph. 
And the people of the village 
Welcomed Mm with songs and dancfes, 
Milde a joyousfeast, and shouted: 
^'Honor be to Hiawatha 1 
He has slain the great Fearl-Feather, 
81ain the mightiest of Magicians, 
Hirn, who sent the fiery fever, 
Sent the white fog from the fen-lands, 
Sent disease and death among us ! ^ 

Eyer dear to Hiawatha 
Was the memory of Mama^ 
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And in token of bis ftiendiliip. 
Ab a nwk of liii TCBMmhnnee y 
He adonied and dedccd Ins pipe-ffem 
With tha erinHon taft of feathefi, 
With tha Uood^wd amt of MaauL 
Bot tha waalth of MagiMogwon, 
All tha tKophiaa of tba batüe, 
Ha difidad with h» paople, 
Shared U aqoally amoDg than. 
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HUWATHA'S WOOING. 

^ As unto the bow the oord is, 
So unto the man ia woman , 
Thoaghshebendshim, sheobeys him, 
Though she draws him , yet she follows , 
Useless eachwithout theotherl" 

Thiu the youthfol Hiawatha 
Said within himself and pondered, 
Mach perplexed by varioiu feelinga, 
LisÜeas, longing, hoping, fearing, 
Dreaming stiU of Minnehaha, 
Of the loYely Laoghing Water, 
In the land of the Daeotaha. 

^* Wed a maiden of y onr people ," 
Waming said the old Nokomk; 
^'Qonoteastward, go not westward, 
For a stranger, whom we know notl 
Like a fixe npon the hearth-stone 
Is a neighbcff's homely daughter, 
Like the starlight or the moonHght 
Is the handsomest of strangers 1" 

Thus dissuading spake Nokonda, 
And my Hiawatha answered 
Only this : *'Dear old Nokomis, 
Very pleasant is the fireiight, 
Bnt I like the stariight better, 
Better do I like the moonlight ! " 

Grayely then said old Nokomis: 
'* Bring not here an idle maiden. 
Bring not here a useless woman, 
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Hands uoskilftil, feet unwilling; 
Bring a wife with nimble fingen , 
Heart and hand that move together , 
Feet that Hin on willing errands 1 ** 

Smiling answered Hiawatha: 
**In the land of the Dacotahs 
Lives the Airow-maker's daughter, 
Minnehaha, Laughing Water, 
Handsomest of aU the women. 
I trill bring her to your wigwam , 
She shall ran upön your errands , 
Be your Starlight, moonlight, firelight, 
Be the sunlight of my peoplel" 

Still disfluading said Nokomis : 
^^ Bring not to my lodge a stranger 
From ttie land of the Dacotahs ! 
Very fierce are the Dacotahs , 
Often is there war between us 
There are feuds yet unforgotten, 
Wounds that ache and still may openl 

Laughing answered Hiawatha: 
^^ For tibat reason , if no other , 
Would I wed the fair Dacotah , 
That our tribes might be united, 
That old feuds might be forgotten , 
And old wounds be healed for everl" 

Thus departed Hiawatha 
To the land of the Dacotahs , 
To the land of handsome women; 
Striding orer moor and meadow, 
Through interminable forests, 
Through uninterrupted silence. 

With his moccasons of magic, 
At each stride a mile he measured; 
Yet the way seemed long before him, 
And his heart outnm his footsteps; 
And he joumeyed without resting, 
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Till he heard the cataract*s thunder, 
Heard the Falls of Minnehaha 
Calling to him through the silence. 
'^Pleasant is the sound!'' he murmured, 
^'Pleasant is the yoice that calls me l" 
On the outskirts of the forest, 
Twixt the shadow and the sunshine, 
Herds of fallow deer were feeding, 
Bat they saw not Hiawatha ; 
To his bow he whispered, "Fail notl" 
To his arrow whispered, ^^Swerve not!** 
Sent it singing on its errand, 
To the red heart of the roebuck ; 
Threw the deer across his Shoulder, 
And sped forward without pausing. 

At äie doorway of his wigwam 
Sat the ancient Arrow-maker, 
In the land of the Dacotahs, 
Making arrow-heads of Jasper, 
Arrow-heads of chalcedony. 
Athisside, in all her beauty , 
Sat the loTely Minnehaha, 
Sat hisdaughter, Laughing Water, 
Plaiting mats of flags and rushes; 
Of the past the old man's thoughts were, 
And the maiden*s of the future. 

He was thinking, as he sat there , 
Of the days when with such axrows 
He had Struck the deer and bison, 
On the Muskoday, the meadow; 
Shot the wild goose , fiying southward , 
Onthewing, the clamorous Wawa; 
Thinking of the great war-parties, 
How they came to buy his airows , 
Could not fight without his arrows. 
Ah, no more such noble warriors 
Could be found on earth as they were I 
Jsongfellow, //. 15 
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Now ihe men were all like women , 
Only uBed their tongoes for weapons! 

She was thinking of a hunter, 
From another tribe and country, 
Yoting and tall and very handsome, 
Who one morning, in the Spring-timey 
Game to buy her father^s arrows, 
Sat and rested in the wigwam , 
Lingered long about the doorway, 
Looking back as he departed. 
She had heard her father praise him, 
Fraise bis courage and bis wisdom; 
Would he come again for arrows 
To the Falls of Minnehaha? 
On the mat her hands lay idle , 
And her eyes were very dreamy. 

Through their thoughts they heard a footstep, 
Heard a rustling in the branches , 
And with glowing cheek and forehead, 
With the deer upon bis Shoulders, 
Suddenly from out the woodlands 
Hiawatha stood before them. 

Straight the ancient Arrow-maker 
Looked up gravely from bis labor, 
Laid aside the unfinished airow, 
Bade him enter at the doorway , 
Saying, as he rose to meet him, 
" Hiawatha, you are welcome 1 ** 

At the feet of Laughing Water 
Hiawatha laid bis bürden , 
Threw the red deer from bis Shoulders; 
And the maiden looked up at him, 
Looked np from her mat of rushes, 
Said with gentle look and accent, 
"You are welcome, Hiawatha!" 

Very spacious was the wigwam, 
Made of deer-skin dressed and whitened, 
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With the Gods of the Dacotahs 
Drawn and painted on its curtains, 
And 80 tall the doorway, hardly 
Hiawatha stooped to enter, 
Hardly touched hie eagle-feathers 
As he entered at the doorway. 

Then uprose the Laughing Water, 
From the ground fair Minnehaha, 
Laid aaide her mat unfinished , 
Brought forth food and set before them , 
Water brought them from the brooklet, 
Gave them food in earthen vessels, 
Gave them drink in bowls of bass-wood , 
Listened while the guest was speaking, 
Listened while her father answered, 
But not once her Ups she opened, 
Not a Single word she uttered. 

Yes, as in a dream she listened 
To the words of l^awatha, 
As he talked of old Nokomis , 
Who had nursed him in his childhood, 
As he told of his companions , 
ChibiaboB, themusician, 
And the very stpong man , Kwasind , 
And of happiness and plenty 
In the land of the Ojibways, 
In the pleasant land and peaceiuL 

"After many years of warfare , 
Many years of strife and bloodshed, 
There is peace between the Ojibways 
And the tribe of the Dacotahs." 
Thos continued Hiawatha, 
And then added, speaking slowly, 
"That this peace may last for eyer, 
And our hands be dasped more dosely. 
And our hearts be more united , 
Give me as my wife this maiden, 

15» 
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Minnehaha, Laughing Water, 
Loveliest of Dacotah women 1 " 

And the ancient Airow-maker, 
Paused a moment ere he answered, 
Smoked a little while in silence , 
Looked at Hiawatha proudly , 
Fondly looked at Laughing Water, 
And made answer very gravely : 
"Yes, if Minnehaha wiflhes; 
Let your heart speak , Minnehaha ! ** 

And the loTely Laughing Water 
Seemed more lovely, as she stood there, 
Neither willing nor reluctant, 
As she went to Hiawatha, 
Softly took the seat beside him, 
While she said, and blushed to say it, 
" I will follow you , my husband ! ** 

This was Hiawatha's wooingl 
Thus it was he won the daughter 
Of the ancient Arrow-maker, 
Li the land of the Bacotahs 1 

From the wigwam he departed, 
Leading with him Laughing Water; 
Hand in band they went together, 
Through the woodland and the meadow, 
Left the old man standing lonely 
At the doorway of bis wigwam, 
Heard the Falls of Minnehaha 
Calling to them from the distance, 
Crying to them from afar off, 
" Fare thee well , O Mmnehaha ! " 

And the ancient Arrow-maker 
Tumed again unto bis labor, 
Sat down by bis sunny doorway, 
Murmuring to himself , and saying: 
"Thus it is our daughters leave us, 
Those we loye , and those who love us ! 
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Just when they haye leamed to help us , 
When we are old and lean upon them , 
Comes a youth with flaunting feathers, 
With his flute ofreeds, a stranger 
Wanders piping through the yiUage, 
Beckons to the fairest maiden, 
And she follows where he leads her, 
Leaying all things for the stranger I ** 

Fleasant was äie joumey homeward, 
Through interminable forests , 
Overmeadow, overmountain, 
Overriver, hill, andhollow. 
Short it seemed to Hiawatha, 
Though they joumeyed very slowly , 
Though his pace he checked and slackened 
To the Steps of Laughmg Water. 

Over Wide and rushing rivers 
In his arms he bore the maiden ; 
Light he thought her as a feather, 
As the plume upon his head-gear; 
Cleared the tangled pathway for her, 
Bent aside the swaying branches , 
Made at night a lodge of branches , 
And a bed with boughs of hemlock , 
And a fire before the doorway 
With the dry cones of the pine-tree. 

All the travelling winds went with them, 
Oe*r the meadow, through the forest; 
All the Stars of night looked at them, 
Watched with sleepless eyes their slumber; 
From his ambush in the oak-tree 
Peeped the squirrel, Adjidaumo, 
Watched with eager eyes the loTers; 
Andtherabbit, tiieWabasso, 
Scampered from the path before them, 
Peering, peeping from his burrow. 
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Sat erect upon his haunches , 
Watched with curious eyes the lovers. 

Pleasant was the joiimey homewaid! 
All the birds sang iond and sweetly 
Songs of happiness and heart's-ease; 
Sang the blue-bird, theOwaissa, 
"Happyareyou, Hiawatha, 
Haying such a wife to love you I " 
Sang the Opechee, therobm, 
" Happy are you, Laughing Water, 
Having such a noble hnsband 1 ** 

From the sky the sun benignant 
Looked upon them through Üie branches, 
Sayingtothem, ^^Omy children, 
Loyeissunshme, hateisshadow, 
Life is checkered shade and sunshine, 
RulebyloYe, OHiawathal" 

From the sky the moon looked at them , 
Filled the lodge with mystic splendors , 
Whispered to them , " O my children , 
Day is restless , night is quiet , 
Manimperious, womanfeeble; 
Half is mine , although I follow ; 
Rule by patience , Langhing Water ! " 

Thus it was they joumeyed homeward j 
Thus it was that Hiawatha 
To the lodge of old Nokomis 
Brought the moonlight, starlight, firelight, 
Brought the sunshine of his people, 
Minnehaha, Laughing Water, 
Handsomest of all the women 
In the land of the Dacotahs, 
In the land of handsome women. 
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XL 

HIAWATHA'S WEDDINGkFBAST. 

You shall hear how Pan-Pak-Keeins, 
How the handsome Yenadizze 
Danced atHiawatha's weddrng; 
How the gentle Chibiabos, 
He the sweetest of muBician«, 
Sang bis songs of loYe aqd long^g; 
Howlagoo, the great boaater. 
He the marvellous story-teller, 
Told bis tales of stränge adventure, 
Tbat the feast might be more joyons, 
That the time might pass more gayly , 
And the gaests be more contented. 

Sumptuous was the feast Nokomis 
Made at Hiawatha's wedding; 
Ali the bowls were made of bass-wood, 
White and polished Tery smoothly , 
All the spoons of hom of bison, 
Black and polished very smoothly. 

She had sent through all the vülage 
Messengers with wands of wiliow, 
As a sign of inyitation, 
As a token of the feasting; 
And the wedding gaests assembled, 
CUd in all their riebest raiment , 
Bobes of für and belts of wampum, 
Splendid with their paint and plnmage , 
BeautÜol with beads and tasseis. 

First they ate the sturgeon, Nahma, 
And the pike 9 the Maskenosha, 
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Caught and cooked by old Nokomis ; 
Then on pemican they feasted, 
Pemican and fouffalo marrow, 
Haunch of deer and hump of bison, 
Yellow cakes of the Mondamin , 
And the wild rice of the river. 

But the gracious Hiawatha, 
And the lovely Laughing Water, 
And the careftd old Nokomis , 
Tasted not the food before them , 
Only waited on the others , 
Only served their guests in silence. 

And when all the gaeats had finished , 
Old Nokomis, brisk and busy, 
From an ample pouch of otter, 
Filled the red stone pipes for smoking 
With tobacco from the South-land, 
Mixed with bark of the red wiilow, 
And with herbs and leaves of fragrance. 

Then she said , " O Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
Dance for os your merry dances ; 
Dance the Beggar*s Dance to please us, 
That the feast may be more joyous, 
That the time may pass more gayly , 
And our guests be more contented!'* 

Then l^e handsome Pau-Puk-lLeewis, 
He the idle Yenadizze, 
He the merry mischief-maker, 
Whom the people called the Storm-Fool , 
Böse among the guests assembled. 

Skilied was he in sports and pastimes , 
In the merry dance of snow-shoes, 
In the play of quoits and ball-play ; 
Skilied was he in games of hazard, 
In all games of skill and hazard , 
Pugasaing, the Bowl and Gounters , 
Kimtassooy the Game ofPlom-Btonep, 
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Though the wanion called him Faint-Heart, 
Called him coward, Shaugodaya, 
Idler, gaxnbler, Yenadizze, 
Little heeded he their jesting, 
Little cared he for their insuhs, 
For the women and the maidens 
LoTed the handsome Fau-Puk-Keewis. 

He was dressed in shui; of doe-skin, 
White and soft, and fringed with ermine , 
All inwrought with beads of wampum; 
He was dressed in deer-skin leggings, 
Fringed with hedgehog quiUs and ermine , 
And in moccasons of buckskin , 
Thick with quills and beads embroidered. 
On his head were plumes of swan's down, 
On his heels were tails of foxes, 
In one band a fan of feathers, 
And a pipe was in the other. 

Barred with streaks of red and yellow, 
Streaks of blue and bright yermilion , 
Shone the face of Pau-Puk-Keewis. 
From his forehead feil his tresses, 
Smooth , and parted like a woman*s , 
Shining bright with oil , and plaited , 
Hang with braids of scented grasses, 
As among the guests assembled, 
To the sound of flutes and singing, 
To the sound of drums and yoices, 
Kose the handsome Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
And began his mystio dances. 

First he danced a solemn measure , 
Very slow in step and gesture, 
In and out among the pine-trees, 
Through the shadows and the sunshine, 
Treading softly like a panther. 
Then more swütly and still swifter, 
Whirling, spinning round in circles, 
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Leaping o'er the guests assembled, 
Eddying round and round the wigwam, 
Till the leaves went whirling with him, 
Till the dust and wind togeüier 
Swept in eddies round about hioL 

Then along the sandy margin 
Of the lake , the Big-Sea-Water , 
On he sped with frenzied gestures, 
Stamped upon the sand, and tossed it 
Wildly in the air around him ; 
Till the wind became a whirlwind, 
Till the sand was blown and sifted 
Like great snowdrifts o*er the landscape, 
Heaping all the shores with Sand Dunes, 
Sand Hills of the Nagow Wudjoo I 

Thus the merry Pau-Fuk-Keewis 
Danced bis Beggar's Dance to please them , 
And, retuming, sat down laughing 
There among the guests assembled, 
Sat and fanned himself serenely 
With bis fan of turkey-feathers. 

Then they said to Chibiabos, 
To the Mend of Hiawatha 
To the sweetest of all singers, 
To the best of all musicians, 
''Singtous, O Chibiabos! 
Songs of love and songs of longing, 
That the feast may be more joyous , 
That the thne may pass more gayly , 
And our guests be more contentedl** 

And the gentle Chibiabos 
Sang in accents sweet and tender. 
Sang in tones of deep emotion, 
Songs of loTe and songs of longing; 
Looking still at Hiawatha, 
Looking at fair Laughing Water, 
Sanghesoftly, sanginthiswiee: 
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^'Onawayl Awake, beloved! 
Thou the wild-fiower of the forest 1 
Thou the wild-bird of the prairiel 
Thou with eyes so soft and fawn-likel 

'^If thou only lookest at me, 
lamhappy, lamhappy, 
As the liHes of the prairie , 
When they feel the dew upon them I 

" Sweet thy breath is as the fragrance 
Of the wUd-flowere in the morning, 
As their fragranoe is at evening, 
In the Moon when leaves are fklling. 

««Does not all the blood within me 
Leap to meet thee , leap to meet thee , 
As the Springs to meet the sunshine , 
In the Moon when nights are brightest? 

"Onaway! myheartsingstothee, 
Sings with joy when thou art near me , 
As the sighing, singing branches 
In the pleasant Moon of Strawbeiries I 

<< When thou art not pleased , beloved , 
Then my heart is sad and darkened, 
As the shining river darkens 
When the clouds drop shadows on it! 

" When thou smilest , my beloved , 
Then my troubled heart is brightened, 
As in sunshine gleam the lipples 
That the cold wind makes in rivers. 

*^ Smiles the earth , and smile the waters , 
Smile the cloudless skies above ns, 
But I lose the way of smiling 
When thou art no longer near me 1 

'^Imyself, myselfl behold mel 
Blood of my beating heart, behold me I 
O awake, awake, beloved 1 
Onaway! awake, beloved 1" 
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Thns the gentle Chibiabos 
Sang his song of love and lon^g; 
Andlagoo, thegreatboaster, 
He the marvellous story-teller, 
He the iriend of old Nokomis, 
Jealous of the sweet musician, 
JealouB of the applause they gave him, 
Saw in all the eyes around lum, 
Saw in all their looks and gestores, 
That the wedding guests assembled 
Longed to hear his pleasant stories, 
His immeasurable fidsehoods. 

Very boastful was lagoo; 
Never heard he an adventure 
But himself had met a greater; 
Never any deed of daring 
But himself had done a bolder; 
Never any marvellous story 
But himself could teil a stranger. 

Would you listen to his boasting, 
Would you only give him credence , 
No one ever shot an arrow 
Half so far and high as he had ; 
Ever caught so many fishes , 
Ever killed so many reindeer, 
Ever trapped so many beaver I 

None could run so fast as he could , 
None could dive so deep as he could, 
None could swim so far as he could; 
None had made so many joumeys, 
None had seen so many wonders , 
As this wonderfiil lagoo , 
As this marvellous story-teller I 

Thus his name became a by-word 
And a jest among the people; 
And whene'er a boiistftil bunter 
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Praised his own address too higbly, 
Orawarrior, home retuming, 
Talked too much of his achieYements, 
AUhishearerscried, **Iagoo! 
Here's lagoo come among us !" 

He it was who carved the cradle 
Of the litÜe Hiawatha, 
Carved its framework out of linden , 
Boiind it strong with reindeer sinews ; 
He it was who taught him later 
How to make his bows and arrows , 
How to make the bows of ash-tree , 
And the arrows of the oak-tree. 
So among the guests assembled 
At my Hiawatha's wedding 
Sat lagoo, oldandugly, 
Sat the maryellous story-teller. 

And they said , " O good lagoo , 
Teil US now a tale of wonder, 
Teil US of some stränge adventure , 
That the feast may be more joyous , 
That the time may pass more gayly , 
And our guests be more contentedl" 

And lagoo answered straightway , 
" You shall hear a tale of wonder, 
You shall hear the stränge adyentures 
OfOsseo, theMagician, 
From the Evening Star descended.** 
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xn. 

THE SON OF THE EVENING STAR. 

Gan it be the san descending 
O'er the leyel plain of water? 
Or the Bed Swan floating, flying, 
Wounded by the magic airow, 
Staining all the wayee with crimAon, 
With the crimson of its life-blood, 
FiUing all the air with splendor, 
With the splendor of its phunage ? 

Yes; it is the sun descending, 
Sinking down into the water; 
All the sky is stained with piirple , 
All the water flushed with crimson! 
No; itis the Bed Swan floating, 
Diving down beneath the water; 
To the sky its wings are lifked , 
With its blood the waves are reddened ! 

Oyer it the Star of Evening 
Melts and trembles through the purple , 
Hangs suspended in the twilight 
No; itisabeadofwampum 
On the robes of the Great Spirit, 
As he passes through the twilight, 
Walks in silence through the heayensl 

This with joy behdd lagoo 
And he said in haste : " Behold h I 
See the sacred Star of Evening I 
You shall hear a tale of wonder, 
Hear the story of Osseo , 
Son of the Evening Star, Osseol 
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'* Once , in days no more remembered, 
Ages nearer the beginnmg, 
When ihe heaYens irere closer to üb, 
And the Oods were more familiär, 
In the North-land lived a hunter, 
With ten young and comely danghtert, 
Tall and lithe as wands of willow ; 
Only Oweenee, the youngest, 
She the wilfol and the waywaid , 
She the silent, dreamy müden. 
Was the faireat of the aisters. 

*' All these women married warriors , 
Married braye and haughty husbands ; 
Only Oweenee, the youngest, 
Laughed and flouted all her lovem, 
All her young and handsome suitors , 
And then married old Osseo , 
Old Osseo , poor and ugly , 
Broken viüi age and weak with ooughing, 
Always coughing like a squirrel. 

** Ah , but beautiful within him 
Was the spirit of Osseo , 
From the Evening Star descended, 
StarofEyening, StarofWoman, 
Star of tendemess and passion 1 
All its fire was in his bosom 
All its beauty in his spirit, 
All its mystery in hia being, 
All its splendor in his language I 

"And her loyers , the rejected , 
Handsome men wiäi belts of wampum , 
Handsome men with paint and feathers, 
Fointed at her in derision, 
FoUowed her with jest and laughter. 
But she Said ; ^I care not for you , 
Care not for your belts of wampimi , 
Care not for your paint and feathers, 
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Care not for your jests and laughter; 
I am happy with Osseo 1 ' 

^* Once to some great feast inyited , 
Through the damp and dusk of eyening 
Walked together the ten sisters, 
Walked together with their husbands ; 
Slowly followed old Osseo , 
With fair Oweenee beside him; 
All the others chatted gayly , 
These two only walked In silence. 

*' At the westem sky Osseo 
Gazedintent, as if unploring, 
Often stopped and gazed imploring 
At the trembling Star of Evening, 
At the tender Star of Woman ; 
And they heard hhn murmur softly , 
MÄ, showainnemeshin^ Nosal 
Pity, pityme, myfatherl' 

" * Listen I * said the eldest sister , 
* He is praying to his father I 
What a pity tjiat the old man 
Does not stumble in the pathway , 
Does not break his neck by failingl * 
And they langhed tili all the forest 
Rang with their imseemly laughter. 

" On their pathway through the woodlanda 
Layanoak, bystormsuprooted, 
Lay the great trunk of an oak-tree, 
Buried half in leaves and mosses, 
Mouldering, crumbling, huge and hello w. 
And Osseo, whenhesawit, 
Gaveashout, aery ofanguish, 
Leaped into its yawning cavem , 
At one end went in an old man, 
Wasted, wrinkled, old, andugly; 
From the other came a young man, 
Tall and straight and strong and handsome« 
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''Thus Osseo was transfigured, 
Thu8 restored to youth and beauty ; 
But, alasforgood Osseo, 
AndforOweenee, thefcdthfull 
Strangely, too, was she transfigored. 
Changed into a weak old woman , 
With a staff she tottered onward , 
Wasted, wrinkled, old, andugly! 
And the sisters and their husbands 
Laughed üntil the echoing forest 
Rang with their unseemly laughter. 

"But Osseo tumed not firom her, 
Walked with slower step beside her, 
Took her band, as brown and withered 
As an oak-leaf is in Winter, 
Called tier sweetheart, Nenemoosha, 
Soothed her with soft words of kindness, 
Till they reached the lodge of feasting, 
'nU they sat down in the wigwam, 
Sacred to the Star of Evening, 
To the tender Star of Woman. 

" Wrapt in yisions , lost in dreaming, 
At the banquet sat Osseo; 
All were merry , all were happy, 
All were joyouB but Osseo. 
Neither food nor drink he tasted, 
Neither did he speak nor listen, 
But as one bevnldered sat he, 
Looking dreamily and sadly, 
First at Oweenee, then upward 
At the gleaming sky above them. 

"Then a voice was heard, a whisper, 
Coming from the starry distance, 
Coming from the emp^ yastness, 
Low, andmusical, and tender; 
And the voice said : * O Osseo ! 
Omyson, my best beloved ! 
Longfellow. IL 16 
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Broken are the spells that bound you, 
All the channs of the magioians, 
All the magic powers of evil; 
Cometome; aacend, Osseo! 
"* Taste the foot that Stands before you : 
It is blessed and enchanted, 
It has magic virtues in it, 
It will change you to a spirit. 
All your bowls and all your kettles 
Shall be wood and clay no longer; 
But the bowls be ohanged to wampum, 
And the kettles shall be silver; 
They shall shine like Shells of scarlet, 
Like the fire shall gleam and glimmer. 
"'And the women shall no longer 
Bear the dreary doom of labor, 
But be changed to birds, and glisten 
With the beauty of the starlight, 
Fainted with the dusky splendors 
Of the skies and olouds of eveningl' 

" What Osseo heard as whispers, 
What as words he comprehended, 
Was but music to the others, 
Music as of birds afar ofi^ 
Ol the whippoorwill afar off, 
Of the lonely Wawonaissa 
Singing in the darksome forest 

"Then the lodge began to tremble, 
Straight began to shake and tremble, 
And Üiey feit it rising, rising, 
Slowly through the air ascending, 
From the darkness of the tree-tops 
Forth into the dewy starlight, 
Till it passed the topmost branches ; 
And behold I the wooden dishes 
All were changed to shells of scarlet I 
Andbeholdl theearthen kettles 
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All were changed to bowls of silverl 
And the roof-poles of the wigwam 
Were as glittering rods of silver, 
And the roof of bark upon them 
As tbe shining shards of beetles. 

"Then Osseo gazed around him, 
And be saw the nine fair sisters, 
All the sisters and their husbands, 
Changed to birds of yarious plumage. 
Some were jays and some were magpies, 
Others thrushes , others blackbirdi ; 
And they hopped, and sang, and twittered, 
Ferked and fiuttered all their feathers, 
Strutted in their shining plumage, 
And their tails like fans unfolded. 

"Only Oweenee, the youngest, 
Was not changed, but sat in silence, 
Wasted, wrinkled, old, andugly, 
Looking sadly at the others ; 
1^ Osseo, gazing upward, 
Gave another cry of anguish, 
Such a cry as he had uttered 
By the oak-tree in the forest. 

"Then retumed her youth and beauty. 
And her soiled and tattered garments 
Were transformed to robes of ermine. 
And her staff became a feather, 
Yes, a shining silver feather I 

** And again the wigwam trembled, 
Swayed and rushed through airy currents, 
Through transparent oloud and vapor. 
And amid celestial splendors 
On the Evening Star alighted, 
As a snow-flake falls on snow-fiake, 
As a leaf drops on a rlver , 
As the thistle-down on water. 

16* 
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"Forth with cheerfiil words of welcome 
Game the father of Osseo, 
He with radiant locks of sUver, 
He with eyes serene and tender. 
And he Said: ^Myson, Osseo, 
Hang the cage of birds you bring there, 
Hang the cage with rodtjB of silver, 
And the birds^with glistening feathen, 
At the doorway of my wigwam.* 

" At the door he hung the bird-<iageti 
And they entered in and gladly 
Listened to Osseo's father, 
Buler of the Star of Evening, 
As he Said: ^Omy Osseo I 
I have had compassion on you, 
Giyen you back your youth and beauty, 
Into birds of various plumage 
Ghanged your sisters and their husbands; 
Changed them thus because they mocked you. 
In the figure of the old man, 
In that aspect sad and wrinkled, 
Could not see your heart of passion, 
Could not see your youth immortal ; 
OnlyOweenee, thefaithful, 
Saw your naked heart and loved you. 

^^ ^In the lodge that glimmers yonder 
In the little star that twinkles 
Through the vapors , on the left band, 
Lives the envious Evil Spirit, 
TheWabeno, themagician, 
Who transformed you to an old man. 
Take heed lest bis beams fall on you, 
¥ot the rays he darts around him 
Are the power of bis enchantment, 
Are the arrows that he uses.' 

'^Many years , in peace and quiet, 
On the peaceful Star of Evening 
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jyvielt Oflseo with his father; 
Manyyears, in song and fiutter, 
At the dooTway of the wigwam, 
Hung the cage with rods of silver, 
And fair Oweenee, thefaithful, 
Bore a son unto Osseo, 
With the beauty of his mother, 
With the conrage of his father. 

"And the boy grew up and prospered, 
And Osseo, to deiight him, 
Made him little bows and arrows, 
Opened the great cage of silyer, 
And let ioose his aunts and uncles, 
All those birds with glossy feathers, 
For his little son to shoot at 

"Round and round they wheeled and darted, 
Filled the Evening Star with music, 
With their songs of joy and fireedom; 
Filled the Evening Star with splendor, 
With the fluttermg of their plumage ; 
Till the boy, the little hunter, 
Bent his bow and shot an arrow, 
Shot a swifb and fatal arrow, 
Andabird, withshiningfeathers, 
At his feet feil wounded sorely. 

" But , wondrous transformation 1 
*T was no bird he saw before him, 
T was a beautiful young woman , 
With the arrow in her bosom I 

" When her blood feil on the planet, 
On the sacred Star of Evening, 
Broken was the spell of magic , 
Fowerless was the stränge enchantment, 
And the youth, the fearless bowman 
Suddenly feit himself descending, 
Heldbyunseenhands, butsinking 
Oownward through the empty spaces , 
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Downward through the elouds and vapora, 
Till he rested on an Island, 
On an Island, green and grassy, 
Yonder in the Big-Sea-Water. 

** After him he saw descending 
All the birds with shining feathers, 
Fluttering, fidling, wafted downward, 
Like the painted leaves of Autnnm; 
And the lodge with polea of sÜTer, 
With its roof like wings of beetles, 
Like the shining shards of beetles, 
By the winds of heaven uplifted, 
Slowly sank upon the iskmd, 
Bringing back the good Osseo, 
BringingOweenee, thefaithful. 

*^ ^Dien the birds , again transfigured , 
Reassumed the shape of mortals , 
Took their shape , but not their stature ; 
They remained as Little People, 
Like the pigmies, the Puk-Wudjies, 
And on pleasant nights of Summer, 
When the Evening Star was shining, 
Hand in band they danced together 
On the island's craggy headlands, 
On the sand-beach low and leveL 

"StiU their glittering lodge is seen there, 
On the tranquil Summer evenings , 
And upon the shore the fisher 
Sometimes hears their happy voices, 
Sees them dancing in the starlightl** 

When the story was completed, 
When the wondious tale was ended, 
Looking round upon bis listeners, 
Solenmly lagoo added: 
*^ There are great men , I haye known sncli, 
Whom their people understand not, 
Whom they even make a jest of , 
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Scoff and jeer at in derision. ^ 

From the story of Osseo 

Let them leam the fate of jesters !" 

All the wedding guests delighted 
Listened to the marvellous story, 
Listened laughing and applaudüig, 
And they whispered to each other : 
"DosB he mean himself, I wonder? 
And are we the aiints and uncles?'* 

Then again sang Chibiabos, 
Sang a song of love and longing, 
In those acCents sweet and tender, 
In those tones of pensive sadness, 
Sang a maiden's lamentation 
For her loyer, her Algonquin. 

" When I think of my beloved, 
Ahmel think ofmy beloved, 
When my heart is thinking of him 
O my sweetheart, my Algonquin I 

" Ah me I when I parted from him , 
Round my neck he hung the wampum , 
As a pledge , the snow-white wampum , 
Omy sweetheart, my Algonquin! 

" I will go with you , he whispered , 
Ah me 1 to your native country ; 
Let me go with you, he whispered, 
O my sweetheart, my Algonquin! 

"Faraway, away, lanswered, 
Veryfaraway, lanswered, 
Ahme! is my natiye countiy, 
O my sweetheart, my Algonquin! 

*/ When I looked back to behold him, 
Where we parted, to behold him, 
After me he still was gazing, 
Omy sweetheart, myAlgonqum! 

"By the tree he still was standing, 
By the Mlen tree was standmg, 
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That had dropped into the water, 
Omysweetheart, myAlgonquini 
" When I think of my beloved, 
Ahmel think ofmybeloYed, 
When my heart is tiiinking of him , 
Omysweetheart, myAlgonquini" 

Such was Hiawatha*B Wedding, 
Such the dance of Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Such the Story of lagoo. 
Such the songs of C^biabos ; 
Thus the wedding banquet ended. 
And the wedding guests departed, 
LeaTing Hiawatha happy 
With the night and liÖnnehaha. 
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xin. 

BLESSING THE CORN-FIELDS. 

Sing, OSongofHiawatha, 

Of the happy days that followed , 

In the land of the Ojibways , 

In the pleasant land and peaceful ! 

Sing the mysteries of Mondamin , 

Sing the Blessing of the Com-fields! 

Buried was the bloody hatchet, 
Bnried was the dreadful wai>club , 
Buried were all warlike weapons , 
And the war-a7 was forgotten. 
There was peace among the nations; 
Unmolested roved the hunters, 
Built the birch canoe for sailing, 
Caught the fish in lake and river , 
Shot the deer and trapped the beaver ; 
Unmolested worked äie women, 
Made their sugar &om the maple , 
Gathered wild rice in the meadows, 
Dressed the skins of deer and beaver. 

All around the happy yillage 
Stood the maize-fields , green and shining, 
Wayed the green plumes of Mondamin , 
Waved bis soft and sunny tresses , 
Filling aU the land with plenty. 
T was the women who in Spring-time 
Flanted the broad fields and fruitfiil, 
Buried in the earth Mondamin ; 
*T was the women who in Autunm 
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Stripped the yellow husks of harvest, 
Stripped the garments from Mondamin, 
Eyen as Hiawatha taught them. 

Once, whenalltfaemaizewasplanted, 
Hiawatha, iriseandthoughtfiil, 
Spake and said to Minnehaha, 
Tohiswife, the Laughing Water: 
**Tou shall bless to-night the oom-fields, 
Draw a magio cirde round them, 
To protect them from destruction, 
Blast of mildew, blight of insect, 
Wagemm, thethief of com-fields, 
Paimosaid, who steals the maize-earl 

*^In the night, when all is silence , 
In the night , when all is darkness , 
When the Spirit of Sleep , Nepahwin , 
Shuts the doors of all the wigwams, 
So that not an ear can hear you , 
So that not an eye can see you, 
Rise up f]x>m your bed in silence , 
Lay aside your garments wholly , 
Walk around the fields you planted, 
Round the borders of the com-fields, 
Covered by your tresses only , 
Robed with darkness as a garment 

**Thus the fields shall be more fhiitful. 
And the passing of your footsteps 
Draw a magic circle round them , 
So that neither blight nor mildew, 
Neither burrowing wonn nor insect, 
Shall pass o*er the magic circle ; 
Notthedragon-fly, Kwo-ne-she, 
Northespider, Subbekashe, 
Northegrasshopper, Pah-piik-keena, 
Nor the mighty Caterpillar , 
Way-muk-kwana, with the bear-skin, 
King of all the caterpillars I " 
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On the tree-tops near tlie com-fields 
Sat the hungry crows and ravens , 
Kafagahgee, the King ofBavens, 
With his band of black marauders. 
And they laughed at Hiawatha , 
Till the tree-tops shook with laughter , 
With their melancholy laughter 
At the words of Hiawatha. 
'^Hearhiml** saidthey; ^^hearthe wiseman! 
Hear the plots of Hiawatha!'' 

When the noiseless night descended 
Broad and dark o*er field and forest, 
When the moumful Wawonaissa, 
Sorrowing sang among the hemlocks , 
And the Spirit of Sleep , Nepahwin , 
Shut the doors of all the wigwams, 
From her bed rose Laughing Water, 
Laid aflide her garments wholly, 
And with darkness clothed and guarded, 
Unashamed and unafi&ighted, 
Walked seourely round the com-fields , 
Drewthesacred, magiccircle 
Of her footprints round the com-fields. 

No one but the Midnight only 
Saw her beauty in the darkness, 
No one but the Wawonaissa 
Heard the panting of her bosom ; 
Guskewau, the darkness, wrappedher 
Closely in his sacred mantle , 
So that none might see her beauty, 
So that none might boast , " I saw her l " 

Onthemorrow, asthedaydawned, 
Kahgahgee, the King ofKavens, 
Oathered all his black marauders, 
Crows and black-birds , jays and ravens , 
Clamorous on the dusky tree-tops, 
And descended , fast and fearless 
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On die fields of Eßawatha , 
On the grave of the Mondamin. 

/^We will drag Mondamin," saidtheyt 
"From the grave where he is buried, 
Spite of a}l the magio ciroleB 
Laughing Water drawB around it, 
Spite of all the sacred footprints 
Minnehaha stamps upon itl" 

But the wary Hiawatha 
EverthonghtM, careful, watchful, 
Had o'erheard the scomful laughter 
When they mocked him from the tree-tops. 
"KawT he Said, "my&iendstheravensl 
Kahgahgee , my King of Ravens 1 
I will teach you all a lesson 
That shall not be soon forgotten !** 

He had risen before the daybreak, 
He had spread o*er all the com-fields 
Snares to catch the black marauden, 
And was lying now in ambush 
In the neighboring grove of pine-trees, 
Waiting for the crows and blackbirds, 
Waiting for the jays and ravens. 

Soon they came with caw and clamor, 
Bush of wings and cry of yoices , 
To their work of devastation, 
Settling down upon the com-fields, 
Delling deep with beak and talon, 
For the body of Mondamin. 
And with all their crafb and cunning, 
All their skill in wiles of warfare , 
They perceived no danger near them^ 
Till their chiws became entangled, 
Till they found themselves imprisoned 
In the snares of Hiawatha. 

From bis place of ambush came he, 
Stnding terrible among them, 
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And so awful was his aspect 
That the bravest quailed with terror. 
Without mercy be destroyed them 
Eight and left , by tens and twenties , 
And their wretched, lifeless bodies 
Hung aloft on poles for scarecrows 
Round the oonsecrated corn-fields, 
As a Signal of his vengeance , 
As a waming to marauders. 

OnlyKahgahgee, theleader, 
Kahgahgee, the King ofRavens, 
He cdone was spared among them 
As a hostage for his people. 
With his prisoner-string he bound him , 
Led him captive to his wigwam, 
Tied him fast with cords of ehn-bark 
To the ridge-pole of his wigwam. 

"Kahgahgee, myrayenl" saidhe, 
" You ihe leader of the robbeis , 
You the plotter of this mischief , 
The contriver of this outrage, 
I will keep you, Iwül hold you, 
As a hostage for your people , 
As a pledge of good behaviorl** 

And he left him, grim and sulky, 
Sitting in the moming sunshine 
On the simimit of the wigwam, 
Croaking fiercely his displeasure , 
Flapping his great sable pinions, 
Vainly struggling for his freedom , 
Vainly calling on his people I 

Summer passed, and Shawondase 
Breathed his sighs o*er all the landscape, 
From the South-land sent his ardors, 
Wafted kisses warm and tender ; 
And the maize-field grew and ripened , 
Till it stood in all the splendor 
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Of its garroents green and yellow, 
Of its tasBels and its plumage , 
And the maize-eart fuU and shining 
Gleamed from bursting sheaths of veidure. 

ThenNokomis, theoldwoman, 
Spake, and Said toMinnehaha: 
** T is the Moon when leaves are faliing ; 
All the wild-rice has been gathered, 
And the maize is ripe and ready ; 
Let US gather in the harvest, 
Let US wrestle with Mondamin ^ 
Strip him of his plumes and tassels, 
Of his gannents green avidyellowl" 

And tiie merry Laüghing Water 
Went rejoicing fifom Äe wigwam , 
WithNokomis, oldandwrinkled, 
And they called the women round them, 
Galled the young men and the maidens, 
To the harvest of the com-fields, 
To the husking of the maize-ear. 

On the border of the forest, 
Undemeath the fragrant pine-trees, 
Sat the old men and the warriors 
Smoking in the pleasant shadow. 
In uninterrupted silence 
Looked they at the g^mesome labor 
Of the young men and the women; 
Listened to their noisy talking, 
To their laughter and their singing, 
Heard them chattering like the mAgpies, 
Heard them laughing like the blue-jays, 
Heard them singing like the robins. 

And whene'er some lucky maiden 
Found a red ear in the husking, 
Found a maize-ear red as blood is, 
^«NuBhkal*' cried they all together, 
**Nushka I you shall haye a sweetheart | 
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You shali have a handsome husband 1*" 
" Ugh ! " the old men all responded 
Erom their seats beneath the pine-lrees. 

And whene'er a youth or maiden 
Found a crooked ear in hosking, 
Found a maize ear in the husking 
Blighted, mildewed, ormisshapen, 
Then they laughed and sang together, 
Orept and limped about the com-fields , 
Mimicked in Üieir gait and gestures 
Some old man, bent almost double , 
Singing singly or together: 
" Wagemin, the thief of com-fields, 
Faimosald , the skulking robber l " 

Till the com-fields rang with laughter, 
Till from Hiawatha's wigwam 
Kahgahgee, the King ofBayens, 
Screamed and quiyered in his anger, 
And from all the neighboring tree-tops 
Cawed and creaked the black marauders. 
^'Ughl" the old men all responded, 
From their seats beneath the pine-trees! 
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XIV. 

PICTUKE-WRITINO. 

In those days said Hiawatha, 

*^ Lo 1 ho w all things fade and perish I 

From the memory of the old men 

Fade away the great traditions, 

The achievements of the waniors, 

The adventures of the hunters, 

All the wisdom of the Medas, 

All the craft of the Wabenos, 

All the marvellons dreams and visions 

Ofthe Jossakeeds, the Prophet« I 

" Great men die and are forgotten, 
Wise men speak; their words of wisdom 
Perish in the ears that hear them, 
Do not reach the generations 
That, asyetunbom, arewaiting 
In the great, mysterious darkness 
Ofthe speechless days that shall be ! 

** On the grave-posts of our fathers 
Arenosigns, nofigurespainted; 
Who are in those grayes we know not, 
Only know they are our fathers. 
Of what kith they are and kindred, 
From what old , ancestral Totem, 
BeitEagle, Bear, orBeaver, 
They descended, this we know not, 
Only know they are our fathers. 

"Face to face we speak together, 
But we cannot speak when absent, 
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Cannot send our voices from us 
To the friends that dwell afar off; 
Gannot send a secret message, 
But the bearer leams our secret, 
Mayperrertit, may betray it, 
May reyeal it unto others." 

Thns Said Hiawatha, Walking 
In the Bolitary forest, 
Pondering, musinginthe forest, 
On the welfare of his people. 

From his pouch he took his colors, 
Took his paints of different colors, 
On the smooth bark of a birch-tree 
Painted many shapes and figures, 
Wonderfid and mystic figures, 
And each figüre had a meaning, 
Bach some word or thought suggested. 

Gitche Manito the Mighty, 
He, the Master of Life, was painted 
As an egg, with points projecting 
To'the four winds of the heavens. 
Eyerywhere is the Great Spirit, 
Was the meaning of this symbol. 

Mitche Manito the Mighty, 
He the dreadful Spirit of £yil, 
As a serpent was depicted, 
As Kenabeek, the great serpent. 
Verycrafty, yerycunning, 
Is the creeping Spirit of Evil, 
Was the meaning of this symbol. 

Life and Death he drew as circles, 
Life was white, but Death was darkened; 
Sun and moon and stars he painted, 
Manandbeast, and fish and reptile, 
Forests, mountains, lakes, andrivers. 

For the earth he ^ew a straight line, 
For the sky a bow above it; 
l9ngfeU09. U. 17 
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White the space between for day-time, 
Filled with HtÜe stars for night-time; 
On the left a point for sunrise, 
On the right a point foi sunset, 
On the top a point for noon-tide, 
And for rain and cloudy weather 
Waving lines descending from it. 

Footprints pointing towords a wigwam 
Were a sign of invitation, 
Were a sign of guests assembling; 
Bioody hands with pakns uplifted 
Were a symbol of destruction, 
Were a hostile sign and symbol. 

All these things did Hiawatha 
Show unto bis wondering people, 
And interpreted their meaning, 
And he Said: "Behold, your grave-posts 
Havenomark, nosign, nor symbol. 
Go and paint them all with figures ; 
£ach one with its household symbol, 
With its own ancestral Totem; 
So that those who foUow afber 
May disünguish them and know them." 

ADd they painted on the grave-posts 
Ofthe gravesyet unforgotten, 
ßach bis own ancestral Totem, 
Each the symbol of bis household; 
Figures ofthe Bear and Beindeer, 
Ofthe Turtle, Crane, andBeaver, 
Each inverted as a token 
That the owner was departed, 
That the chief who bore the symbol 
Lay beneath in dust and ashes. 

AndtheJossakeeds, theProphets, 
TheWabenos, the Magicians, 
And the Medicine-men , the Medas, 
Painted upon bark and deer- skin 
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Figores for the songs they chanted, 
FoT each song a separate symbol, 
Figurea myatical and awful, 
Figurea stränge and brightly coloied; 
And eaoh figure had its meaning, 
Each some magio song suggested. 

The Qreat Spirit, the Creator, 
Flashing light throagh all the heaven ; 
The Great Serpent, the Kenabeek, 
Wlth his bloody crest erected, 
Creeping, lookinginto heaven; 
In the sky the sun, thatlistens, 
And tiie moon eclipsed and dying; 
Owlandeagle, craneandhen-hawk, 
And the oormorant, birdof magic; 
Headless men , that walk the heavens, 
Bodies lying pieroed with airows, 
Bloody hands of death aplifted, 
FUgsongraveS) and great war-captains - 
Grasping both the earth and heaven 1 

Such as these the shapes they painted 
On the birch- bark and ihe deer- skin ; 
Songs of war and songs of hunting, 
Songs of medicine and of magic. 
All were written in these figures, 
For eaoh figure had its meaning, 
Eaoh its separate song recorded. 

Nor forgotten was tiie Love- Song, 
The most subtle of all medicines, 
The most potent spell of magic, 
Dangerous more äian war or hunting I 
Thus the Love - Song was recorded, 
Symbol and Interpretation« 

First a human figure Standing, 
Fainted in the brightest scarlet; 
Tisthelover, themusidan, 
Aod the meaning is, ^^Mypainting 

17» 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



260 THE SOKa OF HIAWATHA. 

Makes me powerfül over othera.** 

Thenthefigureseated, ainging, 
Playing on a dmm of magio, 
Andtheintexpretation, " Listen I 
' T is my voioe you hear , my singing ! *• 

Then the same red figure seated 
In the shelter of awigwam, 
And the meaning of tiie symbol, 
"I will come and sit beside you 
In the mystery of my passion I " 

Thentwofigures, man andwoman, 
Standing hand in hand together, 
With their hands so clasped together 
That they seem in one miited, 
And the words thus represented 
Are, '^Iseeyonrheartwithinyou, 
And your cheeks are red with blushes ) " 

Next the maiden on an island, 
In the centre of an Island; 
And the song this shape suggested 
Was, "Though you were at a distance, 
Were upon some far-off island, 
Such the speil I cast upon you, 
Such the magic power of passion, 
I could straightway draw you to me 1" 

Then the figure of the maiden 
Sleeping, and the lover near her, 
Whispering to her in her slumbers, 
Saying, ^'Though you were far from me 
In the land of Sleep and Silence, 
Still the voice of love would reach you ! •* 

And the last of all the figures 
Was a heart within a oirde, 
Drawn within a magic circle ; 
And the image had this meaning: 
**Naked lies your heart before me, 
To your naked heart I whisperl** 
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ThuB it was that Hiawatha, 
Inhismisdoiii, taughtthepeople 
All the mysteries of paintang, 
All the art of Picture-Writmg, 
On the smooth bark of the birch-tree, 
On the white skin of the reindeer, 
On the grave-posts of the yillage. 
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XV. 

HIAWATHA'S LAMENTATION. 

In tliose days the Etü Spirits , 
All the Manitos of mischief , 
Fearing Hiawatha's wisdom , 
And his love for Chibiabos, 
JealouB of their faithfal friendship, 
And their noble words and actions, 
Made at length a league against them , 
To molest them and destroy them. 

Hiawatha, wiseandwaiy, 
Often Said to Chibiabos, 
" O my brother I do not leave me , 
Lest the E vü Spirits härm you ! " 
Chibiabos, young and heedless, 
Laughing shook his coal-black tresses , 
Answered ever sweet and childlike, 
"Do not fear for me , O brother I 
Harm and evil come not near me I " 

Once when Peboan, the Winter, 
Roofed with ice the Big- Sea-Water , 
When the snow-flakes, whirling downward , 
Hissed among the withered oak-leaves , 
Changed the pine-trees into wigwams , 
Coyered all the earth with silence , — 
Armedwith arrows, shodwith snow-shoes, 
Heeding not his brother^s waming, 
Fearing not the Eyil Spirits , 
Forth to hunt the deer with antlers 
All alone went Chibiabos. 

Bight across the Big- Sea -Water 
Sprang with speed the deer before hhn. 
With äe wind and snow he followed, 
O'er the treacherous ice he followed, 
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Wild wiih all the fierce commotion 
And the rapture of the hunting. 

But beneathy the Evil Spirits 
Laymambush, waitingforhim, 
Broke the treacherpus ioe beneath him, 
Dragged him downward to the bottom, 
Buried in the sand bis body. 
Unktahee, the godof water, 
He the god of the Dacotahs, 
Drowned him in the deep abysses 
Of the lake of Gitche Gumee. 

From the headlands Hiawatha 
Sent forth such a wail of anguish, 
Such a fearful lamentation , 
That the bison paused to listen , 
And the woWes howled from the prairies. 
And the thunder in the distance 
Woke and answered "Baim-wawal*' 

Then his face with black he painted, 
With his robe his head he coyered, 
In bis wigwam sat lamenting, 
Seven long weeks he sat lamenting, 
Uttering still this moan of soxrow : — 

*' He is dead, the sweet musician 1 
He the sweetest of all singers 1 
He has gone from us for ev er , 
He has moTed a little nearer 
To tJie Master of all music , 
To the Master of all singine I 
Omybrother, ChibiabosP 

And the melancholy jßr-trees 
Waved their dark green fans above him, 
Waved their purple cones aboye him, 
Sighing vith him to console him, 
Mingling vith his lamentation 
Their complaining, their lamenting. 

Game the Spring, and all the forest 
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Looked in vain for Chibiabos ; 
SighedtheriTulet, Sebowisha, 
Sighed the nuhes in the meadow. 

From the tree-topa sang the blue-bird, 
Sang the blue-bird, theOwaisBa, 
'« Chibiabos I Chibiabos I 
Heisdead, thesweetmusicianl** 

From the wigwam sang the robin, 
Sang the Opechee, the robin, 
''Chibiabos! Chibiabos! 
He is dead, the sweetest singer!** 

And at night through all the forest 
Went the whippoorwill complaining, 
Wailing went the Wawonaissa, 
''ChibiabosI Chibiabos! 
Heisdead, thesweetmusician! 
He the sweetest of all singersl" 

Then the medicine-men, the Medas, 
Themagicians, theWabenos, 
And the Jossakeeds , the prophets , 
Came to visit Hiawatha ; 
Built a Sacred Lodge beside him, 
Toappeasehim, toconsolehim, 
Walked in silent, graveprocession, 
Bearing each a pouch of healing , 
Skinof beayer, lynx, orotter, 
Filled with magic roots and simples, 
Filled with Tery potent medicines. 

When he heard their steps approaching, 
Hiawatha ceased lamenting, 
Calledno more on Chibiabos; 
Naught he questioned , naught he answered , 
But Eis moumful head uncovered, 
From his face the mouming colors 
Washed he slowly and in süence , 
Slowiy and in silence followed 
Onward to the Sacred Wigwanu 
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There a magic drink they gaye him , 
Biadeof Nahma-wusk, the speaniunt, 
AndWabeno-wusk, theyarrow, 
Boots of power, and herbs of healing; 
Beat their dnims , and shook their rattles ; 
Ghanted singly and in chorus , 
Mystic songs like these , they chanted. 

"Imyself, myself! behold me! 
T is the great Gray Eagle talkmg; 
Gome, ye white crows, come and hear himi 
The loud-speaking thunder helps me ; 
All the unseen spirits help me ; 
I oan hear their yoices calling, 
All around the sky I hear them ! 
Icanbiowyoustrong, mybrother, 
Icanhealyou, BQawathal** 

*^Hi~au-ha ! " replied the chorus , 
" Way-ha-way ! " the mystic chorus. 

"f^ends ofmine are all the serpents! 
Hear me shake my skin of hen-hawk ! 
Mahng, the white loon, I can kill him;; 
I can shoot yoor heart and kill itl 
Icanbiowyoustrong, mybrother^ 
Icanhealyou, Hiawathal" 

" Hi-au-ha ! ^ replied the chorus. 
" Way-ha-way I ** the mystic chorus. 

"Imyself, myselfl theprophetl 
When I speak the wigwam trembles , 
Shakes the Sacred Lodge with terror, 
Hands unseen begin to shake itl 
When I walk, the sky I tread on 
Bends and makes a noise beneath me! 
I can blow you streng, my brother! 
lUse and speak, OlSawathal" 

*' Hi-au-ha!** replied the chorus, 
"Way-ha-way!** the mystic chorus. 
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Then they shook iheir medicine-pouclies 
O'er the head of Hiavatha, 
Danced their medidne-danoe around him; 
And upstarting wild and haggard , 
Like a man from dreams awakened, 
He was healed of all bis madness. 
As the clouds are swept from heayen, 
Straightway from bis brain departed 
All bis moody melancboly ; 
As tbe ice is swept from riTers , 
Straigbtway from bis beart departed 
All bis sorrow and affliction. 

Tben tbey snmmoned Gbibiabos 
From bis grave beneatb the waten, 
From tbe sands of Gitcbe Gumee 
Summoned Hiawatba's brotber. 
And so migbty was tbe magic 
Of tbat Gry and invocation , 
Tbat be beard it as be lay there 
Undemeatb tbe Big-Sea-Water; 
From the sand be rose and listened, 
Heard the music and tbe singing, 
Game, obedienttotbesummons, 
To tbe doorway of tbe wigwam, 
But to enter tbey forbade bim. 

Through a chink a coal they gave bim , 
Tbrougb the door a buming fire-brand ; 
Ruler in the Land of Spirits , 
Ruler o'er tbe dead , they made bim , 
Telling him a fire to kindie 
For all those tbat died thereafter , 
Camp-fires for their night encampments 
On their solitary joamey 
To the kingdom of Poaemah, 
To tbe land of tbe Hereafter. 

From tbe village of bis childhood, 
From the bomes ofthose wbo knew bii&y 
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Fassing silent through the forest, 
Like a smoke-wreath wafted sideways, 
Slowly yanished Chibiabos! 
Wherehepassed, thebranchesxnoTednot, 
Wherehetrod, thegrassesbentnot, 
And the fallen leayes of last year 
Made no sound beneath bis footsteps. 

Foiir whole days he joumeyed onward 
Down the pathway of the dead men; 
On the dead-man's strawberry feasted, 
Crossed the melancholy riyer , 
On the swinging log he crossed it, 
Game unto the Lake of Silyer , 
In the Stone Canoe was carried 
To the Islands of the Blessed, 
To the land of ghosts and shadows. 

On ihat journey, moying slowly, 
Many weary spirits saw he, 
Panting under heayy bnrdens, 
Laden with war^dubs , bows and arrows , 
Rohes of für , and pots and kettles , 
And with food that friends had giyen 
For that solitary jotnuey. 

"Ah! why do the liying," said they, 
"Lay such heayy burdens on usl 
Better were it to go naked , 
Better were it to go fasting, 
Than to bear such heayy bnrdens 
On onr long and weary journey I" 

Forth then issued Hiawatha, 
Wanderedeastward, wandered westward, 
Teaching men the use of simples 
And the antidotes for poisons, 
And the eure of all diseases. 
Thus was first made known to mortals 
AU the mystery of Medamin, 
AU the sacred art of healiog. 
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XVI. 
PAU-PÜK-KEEWIS. 

You flhall hear how Fau-Puk-Keewis 
He, thehandsomeYenadizEe, 
"Wliom the people oalled the Storm Fool , 
Vezed the vülage with disturbance ; 
You shall hear of all hig mischief , 
And bis flight from Hiawatha, 
And hia wondrous tnmsmigrations, 
And the end of his adTentiirea. 

On the shores of Gitohe Qumee, 
On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo, 
By the shinmg Big-Sea-Water 
Stood the lodge of Pau-Fuk-Keewis. 
It was he who in his firenzy 
Whirled these drifting sands together, 
On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo, 
"When, among the guests assembled, 
He so merrily and madly 
Danced at ^awatha*s wedding , 
Danced the Beggai's Dance to please them. 

Now, in search of new adventures , 
From his lodge went Fau-Puk-Keewis , 
Game with speed into the village, 
Found the young men all assembied 
In the lodge of old lagoo , 
Listening to his monstrous stories , 
To hi* wonderM adTentures. 

He wu telling them the story 
OfOjeeg, the Summer-Maker, 
How he made a hole ia heareiii 
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Hpw he climbed up into heaTen, 
And let out the Summer-weather, 
Theperpetual, pleasant Summer; 
How the Otter fürst essayed it; 
HowtheBeayer, Lynz, and Badger 
Tried in tum the great achievement, 
From the summit of the mountain 
Smote their fista against the heavens, 
Smote against the sky their foreheads, 
Crarvked the sky, but could not break it; 
HowtheWoiyerine, uprising, 
Made him ready for the encounter, 
Bent his knees down, Üke a squirrel, 
Drew bis aims back, like a oricket. 

^ Once he leaped ," said oid lagoo , 
''Onceheleaped, andlol aboTehim 
Bent the sky, as ioe in rivera 
When the waters lise beneath it; 
Twiceheleaped, andlol aboyehim 
Gracked the sky, as ice in riyers 
When the freshet is at highestl 
Thrice he leaped, and io ! aboye him 
Broke the shattered sky asunder, 
And he disappeared within it, 
AndOjeeg, the Fisher Weasel, 
With a bound went in behind him ! ** 

"HarkyouJ" shouted Pau-Puk-Keewis 
As he entered at the doorway ; 
«<I am tired of all this talking, 
Tired of old lagoo's stories, 
Tired of Hiawatha's wisdom. 
Here is something to amuse you. 
Better than this endless talking." 

Then from out his pouch of wolf-skin 
Forthhedrew, with solemn manner, 
AU the game of Bowl and Comters, 
Pugasaing, with thirteen pieees. 
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White on one «ide were they painted, 
And Tennilion on the other; 
Two Kenabeeks or great seipenta, 
Two Ininewug or wedge-men, 
One great war-club, Pagamaugun, 
And one elender fish, the Keego , 
Four round pieces, Ozawabeeks, 
And three Sheshebwug or ducklings. 
All were made of bone and painted. 
All ezcept the Ozawabeeks ; 
These were brass, on one aide bumished, 
And were black upon the other. 

In a wooden bowl he placed them, 
Shook and jostled them together, 
Threw them on the ground before hiait 
ThuB exclaiming and explainmg: 
" Eed side up are all the pieces, 
And one great Kenabeek standing 
On the bright side of a brass piece , 
On a bumished Ozawabeek ; 
Thirteen tens and eight are counted.** 

Then again he shook the pieces, 
Shook and jostled them together, 
Threw them on the gromid before him , 
Still exclaiming and explainiog: 
"White are both the great Kenabeeks, 
White the Ininewug, the wedge-men, 
Bed are aU the other pieces ; 
Fiye tens and an eight are counted.** 

Thus he taught Ihe game of hazard, 
ThuB displayed it and explained it, 
Eunning through its Tarious chances , 
Various changes , various meanings : 
Twenty curious eyes stared at him , 
Füll of eagemess stared at lum. 

" Many games ,** seid old lagoo , 
"Many games of skill and hazinrd 
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Have I Seen in different nations, 
Haye I played in different conntries* 
He who plays with old lagoo 
Mu8t haye yery nimble fingers; 
Though you think yourself so skilfid 
I can beat you , Fau-Puk-K.eewis , 
I can even giye you lessons 
In your game of Bowl and Counters I " 

So they Bat and played together, 
All the old men and the young men , 
Flayedfordresses, weapons, wampum, 
Played tili midnight , played tili morning , 
Played until the Yenadizze , 
Till the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Of their treasures had despoiied them, 
Of the best of all their dresses , 
Shirts of deer-skin, robes of ermine, 
Belts of wampum , crests of feathers , 
Warlike weapons, pipes and pouches. 
Twenty eyes glared wildly at him, 
Like the eyes of wohes glared at him. 

Said the lucky Pau-Puk-Keewis: 
**In my wigwam I am lonely , 
In my wanderings and adyentures 
I haye need of a companion , 
Fain would have a Meshinauwa, 
An attendant and pipe-bearer. 
I will venture all these winnings , 
All these garments heaped about me, 
AU this wampum , all these feathers , 
On a Single Üirow will yenture 
All against the young man yonderl** 
T was a youth of sixteen summers , 
T was a nephew of lagoo ; 
Face-in-a-Mist, the people called him. 

As the fire bums in a pipe-head 
Dusky red beneath the ashes, 
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So beneatb bifl sliaggy eyebrows 

Glowed the eyes of old lagoo. 

" Ugh I " he answered ^ery fiercely ; 

*' Ugh ! " they answered aU and each one. 

Seised the wooden bowl the old man, 
Glosely in his bony fingers 
Clutched the fatal bowl, Onagon, 
Shook it fiercely and with Airy , 
Made the pieoes ring together 
As he threw them down before him. 

Red were both the great Kenabeeks , 
Red the Ininewug, the wedge-men, 
RedtheSheshebwug, the ducklings, 
Black the four brass Ozawabeekfl , 
White alone the fish, theKeego; 
Only fiye the pieces counted I 

Ihen the smiling Pau-Puk-K.eewis 
Shook the bowl and threw the pieces ; 
Lightly in the air he tossed them , 
And they feil about him scattered; 
Dark and bright the Ozawabeeks, 
Red and white the other pieces, 
And upright among the others 
One Ininewug was standing, 
Even as crafty Pau-Fuk-Keewis 
Stood alone among the players , 
Saying, "Fiyetensi minethegameisl** 

Twenty eyes glared at him fiercely, 
Like the eyes of wolves glared at him, 
As he tumed and left the wigwam , 
FoUowed by his Meshinauwa, 
By the nephew of lagoo, 
By the tail and gracefiil stripling, 
Bearing in his arms the winnings, 
Shirts ofdeeiHskin, robesofermine, 
Belts of wampum, pipes and weapons. 
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«* Carry them" saidPau-Pok-Keewis, 
PointiDg with his fan of feathers, 
" To my wigwam far to eastward , 
On the dunes of Nagow Wudjoo!" 

Hot and red with smoke and gambüng 
Were the eyes of Pau-Puk-Keewis 
As he came forth to the freshness 
Of the pleasant Summer moming. 
All the birds were singing gayly , 
All the streamlets flowing swiftly , 
And the heart of Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Sang with pleasure as the birds sing, 
Beat with triumph like the streamlets, 
As he wandered through the viliage , 
In the early gray of moming, 
With his fan of turkey-feathers , 
With his plumes and tufts of swan's down , 
Till he reached the farthest wigwam , 
Keached the lodge of Hiawatha. 

Silent was it and deserted; 
No one met him at the doorway , 
No one came to bid him welcome ; 
But the birds were singing round it , 
In and out and round the doorway, 
Hopping, singing, fluttering, feeding, 
And aloft upon the ridge-pole 
Kahgahgee, the King ofEaTens, 
Sat with fiery eyes , and, screaming, 
Flapped his wings at Pau-Puk-Keewis. 

''All are gonel the lodge is emptyl** 
Thu8 it was spake Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
In his heart resoliring mischief ; — - 
" Gone is wary Hiawatha , 
Gone the silly Laughing Water, 
GoneNokomis, theoldwoman, 
And the lodge is left unguarded ! " 
hongfelhw. II. 18 
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By the neok he Beiied the ntTen, 
Whirled it round him like a ratüe , 
Like A medicine-pouoh he shook it» 
Strangled Kahgidigee, therayen, 
From the ridge-pole of the wigwam 
Left its lifeless body hanging, 
Ai an insult to its master, 
As a taunt to Hiawatha. 

With a Btealthy Step he entered , 
Round the lodge in ^d disorder 
Threw the household things about him, 
Filed together in confusion 
Bowls of wood and earthen kettles , 
Robes of buffalo and beayer, 
Skins of Otter, lynz, andermine, 
As an insult to Nokomis, 
As a taunt to Minnehaha. 

Then departed Pau-Fuk-Keewis, 
Whistling, singing through the forest, 
Whistling gayly to the squinels , 
Who from hollow boughs above him 
Dropped their acomHBhells upon him, 
Singing gayly to the wood-birds, 
Who from out the leafy darkness 
Answered with a song as merry. 

Then he climbed the rocky headlands, 
Looking o'er the Gitohe Gumee, 
Ferched himself upon their summit , 
Waiting füll of mirth and mischief 
The retum of Hiawatha. 

Stretohed upon bis back he lay there ; 
Far below him plashed the waters, 
Flashed and washed the dreamy waters; 
Far aboye him swam the heavens, 
Swam the dizzy, dreamy heavens; 
Boandhimhovered, fluttered, rustled. 
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Hiawatha's mountain chickens, 
Flock-wise swept and wheeled about bim, 
Abnost brusbed bim witb tbeir pinions. 
And be killed tbem as be lay tbere, 
Slaugbtered tbem by tens and twenties , 
Tbrew tbeir bodies down the beadland, 
Tbrew tbem on tbe beacb below bim, 
TillatlengtbKayoshk, tbesea-gull, 
Ferched upon a crag above tbem , 
Shouted : ''It is Pau-Puk-Keewis ! 
He is fllaying us by bundreds ! 
Send a message to our brother , 
Tidings send to Hiawatba 1 " 



18* 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



276 THB SONG OT HIAWATHA« 

xvn. 

THE HUNTING OF PAU-PUK-KEEWIS. 

FxjLL of wrath was Hiawatha 
When he came into the yillage, 
Found the people in confusion, 
Heard of aÜ the misdemeanors , 
All the malice and the mischief , 
Of the cunning Fau-Fuk-Keewis. 

Hard his breath came through his nostrils, 
Through his teeth he buzzed and mattered 
Words of anger and resentment, 
Hot andhumming, likeahomet. 
"I will slay this Fau-Fuk-Keewis, 
Slay this mischief-maker 1 " said he. 
"Not so long and wide the world is, 
Not so rüde and rough the way is, 
That my wrath shall not attain him, 
That my vengeance shall not reach him ! ** 

Then in swift pursuit departed 
Hiawatha and the hunters 
On the trail of Fau-Fuk-Keewis, 
Through the forest, where he passed it, 
To the headlands where he rested; 
But they found not Fau-Fuk-Keewis, 
Only in the trampled grasses. 
In the whortleberry-bushes, 
Found the couch where he had rested , 
Found the impress of his body. 

From the lowlands far beneath them , 
FromtheMuskoday, themeadow, 
Fau-Fuk-Keewis, turning backward , 
Made a gesture of defiance, 
Made a gesture of derision; 
Md aloud cried Hiawatha, 
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From the summit of the mountaln: 
''Not so long and wide the world is, 
Not HO rüde and rough the way is , 
Bat my wrath shall overtake you, 
And my vengeance shall attain y ou 1 " 

Over rock and over river, 
Thoroughbush, andbrake, and forest, 
Ran the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis ; 
Like an antelope he bounded , 
Till he came unto a streamlet 
In the middle of the forest , 
To a streamlet still and tranquil , 
That had overflowed its margin, 
To a dam made by the beavers , 
To a pond of quiet water, 
Where knee-deep the trees were standing, 
Where the water-lilies floated , 
Where the rushes waved and whispered. 

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
On the dam of trunks and branches , 
Through whose chinks the water spouted , 
O'er whose summit flowed the streamlet 
From the bottom rose a beaver , 
Looked with two great eyes of wonder, 
Eyes that seemed to ask a question , 
At the stranger, Pau-Puk-Keewis. 

On the dam stood Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
O'er bis ankles flowed the streamlet, 
Flowed the bright and silvery water, 
And he spake unto the beaver, 
With a smile he spake in this wise: 

'^ my friend Ahmeek, the bearer, 
Cool and pleasant is the water; 
Let me dive into the water, 
Let me rest there in your lodges; 
Changeme, too, into a beaver!" 

Cautiously replied the beaveri 
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WiÜi reserve he thus xnade anBwer: 
** Let me fiitt oonBult the othen , 
Let me ask the other beaYenu** 
Down he sank into the water, 
Heavily sank he, asastonesinks. 
Down among the leaves and hranc^es , 
Brown and matted at the bottom. 

On the dam stood Fau-Pok-Keewis^ 
0*er his ankles flowed tiie streamlet, 
Spouted ihrough the öhinks below bim, 
Dashed apon tibe stones beneath him , 
Spread serene and cahn before him. 
And the simshine and the shadowi 
Fell in flecks and gieams upon him , 
Fell in little sluning patches , 
Throughthewa^ing, rustling branches. 

From the bottom rose the beavers, 
Silenüy above the siurfisuse 
Rose one head and then another, 
Till the pond seemed füll of bearen. 
Füll of black and shining facea. 

To the beayers Faa-Ftk-Keewis 
Spake entreating, saidinthiswise: 
" Very pleasant is your dwelling, 
Omyfriendsl and safe from danger; 
Can you not with all your cunning , 
AU your wisdom and contriTanoe , 
Changeme, too, intoabeayer?" 

^'Tes!" repliedAhmeek, thebearer. 
He the King of all tiie beaTers, 
^ Let yourself slide down among us , 
Down into the tranquil water." 

Down into the pond among them 
Siiently sank Fau-Puk-Keewis; 
Black became his shirt of deer-skin , 
Black his moccasons and leggings, 
In a broad black tail behind him 
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Spread his foz-tails and bis fringes; 
He was changed into a beayer. 

"Make me large ," said Pau-Piik-Keewis, 
"Make me large and make me larger, 
Larger than the other beaTers." 
" Yes ," the beaver chief responded , 
" When OUT lodge below you enter , 
In our wigwam we will make you 
Ten times larger than the others.** 

Thas into tihe dear, brown water 
Silently sank Pau-Puk-Keewia; 
Found the bottom covered oyer 
With the tninks of treea and branches, 
Boards of food against the winter, 
Files and heaps against the famine, 
Found the lodge with arching doorway , 
Leading into spacious Chambers. 

Here they made him large and larger 
Made him largest of the beavers, 
Ten times larger than the others. 
"Youshallbeourruler," said they; 
" Chief and king of all the beayers." 

But not long had Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Sat in State among the beavers, 
When there came a voice of waming 
From the watohman at bis Station 
In the water-flags and lilies , 
8aying, "HereisHiawatha! 
Hiawatha with bis huntersl*' 

Then they heard a cry above them, 
Heard a shouting and a tramping, 
Heard a crashing and a rushing, 
And the water round and o*er äiem 
Sank and sueked away in eddies, 
And they knew their dam was broken. 

On the lodge*s roof the hunters 
Iieaped, and broke it all asunder; 
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Streamed the sunshine through the crevice, 
Sprang the beayers through the doorway, 
Hid themselyes in deeper water, 
In the Channel of the streamlet; 
But the mighty Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Could not pass beneath the doorway ; 
He was puffed with pride and feeding, 
He was swollen like a bladder. 

Through the roof looked Hiawatha, 
Cried aloud, " Pau-Puk-Keewis I 
Vain are all your craft and cunning, 
Vain your manifold disguises ! 
Well I know y ou , Pau-Puk-Keewis 1 " 

With their olubs they beat and bruised him , 
Beat to death poor Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
Pounded him as maize is pounded; 
Till his skull was crushed to pieces. 

Six tall hunters , lithe and limber , 
Bore him home on poles and branches. 
Bore the body of the beaver; 
But the ghost, the Jeebi in him , 
lliought and feit as Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
Still liyed on as Pau-Puk-Keewis. 

Anditfiuttered, strove, andstruggled, 
Waving hither, wavingthither, 
As the curtains of a wigwam 
Struggle with their thongs of deer-skiu , 
When the wintry wind is blowing ; ' 
Till it drew itself together, 
Till it rose up from the body, 
Till it took the form and features 
Of the cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
Vanishing into the forest. 

But the wary Hiawatha 
Saw the figure ere it yanished, 
Saw the form cf Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Olide into the soft blue sbadow 
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Of the pine-trees of the forest; 
Toward the Squares of white beyond it, 
Toward an opening in the forest , 
Like a wind it rushed and panted, 
Bending all the boughs before it, 
Andbehindit, astheraincomes, 
Game the steps of Hiawatha. 

To a lake with many islands 
Game the breathless Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Where among the water-lilies 
Pishnekuh, thebrant, weresailing; 
Through the tufbs of rushes floating, 
Steering through the reedy islands. 
Now their broad black beaks they lifted 
Now they plunged beneath the water, 
Now they darkened in the shadow, 
Now they brightened in the sunshine. 

** Pishnekuh ! " cried Pau-Puk-Keewis , 
" Pishnekuh 1 mybrothersi*' saidhe, 
" Ghange me to a brant with plumage , 
With a shining neck and feaäiers , 
Makemelarge, andmakemelarger, 
Ten times larger than the others.** 

Straightway to a brant they changed h'un , 
With two huge and dusky pinions , 
With a bosom smooth and rounded, 
With a bill like two great paddles , 
Made him larger than the others , 
Ten times larger than the largest , 
Just as , shouting £rom the forest , 
On the shore stood Hiawatha. 

Up they rose with cry and clamor, 
With a whirr and beat of pinions , 
Böse up from the reedy islands, 
From the water-flags and lilies. 
And they said to Pau-Puk-£eewis : 
^In your flyin^, look not downward « 
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Take good heed , and look not downward, 
Lest Bome ttrange miachance ahould happen, 
Lest aome great mishap befall you ! " 

Fast and f ar they fled to northward , 
Fast and far ihrough mist and sunshlne , 
Fed among the moora «nd fen^lands , 
Slept among the reeds and rushes. 

On the morrow as tiiey joumeyed, 
Buoyed and lifted by the South-irind , 
Wafted onward by the South-vind , 
Blowing fresh and streng behind them , 
Rose a sound of human voices , 
Rose a clamor &om beneath them , 
From the lodges of a village , 
From the people miles beneath them. 

For the people of the Tillage 
Saw the flock of brant with wonder, 
Saw the wings of Pau-Pok-Keewia 
Flappmg far up in the ether, 
Broader than two doorway curtains. 

Pau-Puk-Keewis heard the shouting, 
Knew the Toice of Hiawatha, 
Knew the outcry of lagoo , 
And, forgetfulof thewaming, 
Drewhisneckin, andlookeddownward, 
And the wind that blew behind him 
Caught bis mighty fan of feathers, 
Sent him wheeling , whirling downward 1 

All in Tain did Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Stniggle to regain bis balance I 
Whirling round and round and downward , 
He beheld in tum the village 
And in tum the flock above him , 
Saw the yillage Coming nearer , 
And tiie flock receding farther, 
Heard the voices growing louder , 
Heard the shouting and the laughter; 
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Saw no more the flock above him, 
Only saw the earth beneath him; 
Dead out of the empty heaven, 
Dead among the shouting people, 
With a heayy Bound and sidlen , 
Fell the brant with bioken piniona. 

ButhiBBOul, hiflghost, his shadow, 
Still Burvived as Pau-Fok-Keewis, 
Took again the form and featurea 
Of the handsome Yenadizze , 
And again went rashing onward^ 
FoUowed fast by Hiawatha, 
Crying: " Not so wide the worid is , 
Not so long and rough the way is , 
Bat my wrath ahall oveitake yoa , 
Bat my vengeance shall attain youl " 

Andsonearhecame, aonearhim, 
That his band was stretched to seize him, 
His right band to seize and hold him, 
When the cunning Paa-Fuk-Keewis 
Whirled and spun aboat in circles , 
Fanned thie air into a whirlwind, 
Danced the dost and leaves aboat him , 
And amid the whirling eddies 
Sprang into a hoUow oak-tree, 
Changed himself into a serpent, 
Oliding out through root and rubbish. 

With bis right band Hiawatha 
Smote amain the bollow oak-tree , 
Bent in into shreds and splinters , 
Left it lying there in fragments. 
ButinTain; forPau-Puk-Keewis, 
Once again in human figore, 
Fall in sight ran on before him , 
Sped away in gust and whirlwind , 
On the shores of Gitche Gumee , 
Westward by the Big-Sea-Water, 
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Game unto the rocky headlands , 
To the Pictored Rockfl of sandstone , 
Looklng oTer lake and landscape. 

And tiie Old Man of the Mountain, 
He the Manito of Mountains, 
Opened wide his rocky doorways, 
Opened wide his deep abysses , 
Giving Pau-Puk-Keewis sheiter 
In his cavems dark and dreary, 
Bidding Pau-Puk-Keewis welcome 
To his gloomy lodge of sandstone. 

There without stood Hiawatha, 
Found the doorways closed against him, 
Withhismittens, Minjekahwun, 
Smote great cavems in the sandstone, 
Gried aloud in tones of thunder, 
'^Openl I am Hiawatha!" 
But the Old Man of the Mountain 
Opened not, and made no answer 
From the siient crags of sandstone, 
From the gloomy rock abysses. 

Then he raised his hands to heaven, 
Called imploring on the tempest, 
Called Waywassimo , the lightning , 
And the thunder, Annemeekee; 
And they came with night and darkness, 
Sweeping down the Big-Sea-Water 
From the distant Thunder Mountains ; 
And the trembling Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Heard the footsteps of the thunder, 
Saw the red eyes of the lightning. 
Was afraid, and orouched and trembled. 

Then Waywassimo, the lightning, 
Smote the doorways of the caverns, 
With his war-club smote the doorways, 
Smote the jutting crags of sandstone , 
And the thunder, Annemeekee , 
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Sbouted down into tbe cavems , 
Saying, "WhereisPau-Puk-Keewia!'' 
And l^ecrags feil, and beneath them 
Dead among the rocky ruins 
Lay tbe cunning Pau-Puk-Keewis, 
Lay tbe bandsome Yenadizze, 
Slain in bis own human figure. 

Ended vere bis wild adventures, 
Ended were bis tricks and gambols, 
Ended all bis craft and cunning, 
Ended all bis miscbief-making, 
All bis gambling and bis dancing, 
All bis wooing of tbe maidens. 

Tben tbe noble Hiawatba 
Tookbissoul, bisgbost, bissbadow, 
Spake and said: " O Pau-Puk-Keewis I 
Never more in buman figure 
Sball you searcb for new adventures; 
Never more witb jest and laugbter 
Dance tbe dust and leaves in wbirlwinds; 
But above tbere in tbe beavens 
You sball soar and sail in cirdes; 
I will cbange you to an eagle , 
To Keneu, tbe great War-Eagle, 
Cbief of all tbe fowls witb featbers , 
Cbief of Hiawatba's cbickens." 

And tbe name of Pau-Puk-Keewis 
Lingers still among tbe people, 
Lingers still among tbe singers. 
And among the story-telleis ; 
And in Winter, wben the snow-flakes 
Whirl üi eddies round the lodges, 
Wben the wind in gnsty tumult 
O'er tbe smoke-flue pipes and wbistles , 
"Tbere," tbeycry, ^^comes Pau-Puk-Keewis { 
He is dancing througb the yillage , 
He is gatbering in bis harrest I** 
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XVIII. 
THE DEATH OF KWASIND. 

Fab and wide among the nations 
Spread the name and fame of Kwasind ; 
No man dared to gtrire with Kwasind , 
No man could compete with Kwasind. 
But the mischievous Puk-Wudjies , 
They the envioiu Little People , 
They the fairies and the pigmies , 
Flotted and conspired against him. 

"Ifthishatefol Kwasind," saidtibey, 
"If thisgreat, outrageous fellow 
Goes on thus a little longer, 
Tearing everything he touches, 
Kendmg eyerything to pieces, 
Filling all the world with wonder, 
What becomes of the Fuk-Wudjies? 
Who will care for the Fuk-Wudjies? 
He will tread us down like mushrooms , 
Drive US all into the water, 
Give OUT bodies to be eaten 
By the wicked Nee-ba-naw-baigs, 
By the Spirits of the water!" 

So the angry Little Feople 
All conspired against the Strong Man, 
AU conspired to murder Kwasind 
Yes, torid the World of Kwasind, 
Theaudaoious, oyerbearing, 
Hearüess, haughty, dangerous Kwasind I 

Now this wondrous strength of Kwasind 
in nis crown alone was seated; 
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In bis crown too vas bis weakness; 
There aione could he be woimded, 
Nowhere eise could weapon pieroe him , 
Nowhere eise could weapon bann bim. 

Even tbere tbe only weapon 
Tbat could wound him , tbat could slay him , 
Was tbe seed-cone of tiie pine-tree, 
Was the blue cone of tbe fii^tree. 
This was Kwasind's fatal secret, 
Known to no man among mortals ; 
But tbe cimning Little People, 
The Puk-Wudjies , knew the secret, 
Knew tbe only way to kill bim. 

So they gatiiered cones togetber, 
Gathered seed-cones of the pine-tree, 
Oatbered blue cones of the fir-tree , 
In tbe woods by Taqoamenaw, 
Brought them to tbe riTer's margin , 
Heaped them in great piies togetber, 
Wbere tbe red rocks firom the margin 
Jutting overbang the river. 
Tbere they lay in wait for Kwasind, 
Tbe malicious Little People. 

T was an aftemoon in Summer; 
Very bot and still tbe air was , 
Very smooth the gliding riyer, 
Motionless tbe sleeping shadows: 
Insects glistened in the sunsbine, 
Insects skated on tbe water, 
Filled tbe drowsy air with buzzing, 
With a far-resounding war-cry. 

Down tbe riyer came tbe Streng Man , 
In bis bircb canoe came Kwasind, 
Floating slowly down tbe cuzrent 
Of tbe sluggisb Taquamenaw, 
Very languid with tbe weatber, 
Very sleepy with tbe silence. 
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From ihe overhanging branches, 
From the tassels of the birch-trees, 
Soll the Spirit of Sleep descended; 
By hU airy hoste suirounded, 
His ixiTisible attondante, 
Game the Spirit of Sleep, Nepahwin, 
Like the bumished Dush-kwo-ne-she , 
Like a dragon-fly, he hovered 
O'er the drowsy head of Kwaaind. 

To his ear there came a murmur 
As of waves upon a sea-shore, 
As of far-off tumbling waters , 
As of winds among the pine-trees; 
And he feit upon his forehead 
BlowB of little airy war-clubs , 
Wielded by the slumbrous legions 
Of the Spirit of Sleep, Nepahwin, 
As of some one breathing on him. 

At the first blow of their war-clubs , 
Fell a drowsinesB on Kwasind; 
At the second blow they smote him , 
Motionless his paddle rested; 
Atthethird, before his Tision 
Reeled the iandscape into darkness, 
Very sound asleep was Kwasind. 

So he floated down the river, 
Like a blind man seated upright, 
Floated down the Taquamenaw, 
Underaeath the trembling birch-trees, 
Undemeath the wooded headlands, 
Undemeath the war encampment 
Of thepigmies, the Puk-Wudjies. 

There tibeystood, all armed and waiting, 
Hurled the pine-cones down upon him, 
Struck him on his brawny Shoulders , 
On his orown defenceless Struck him. 
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''Deafh to Kwasind 1" was the sndden 
War-cry of the Littie People. 

And he sideways swayed and tumbled, 
Sideways feil mto the river, 
Piunged beneath the sluggish water 
Headlong, asanotterplunges; 
And the birch-canoe , abandoned , 
Drifted empty down the riTer, 
Bottom npward Bwerved and drifted: 
Nothing more was seen of Kwasmd. 

Bat the memory of the Streng Man 
Lingered long among the people, 
And whenever through the forest 
Raged and roared the wintry tempest, 
And the branches , tossed and troubled, 
Greaked and groaned and split asunder, 
'"Kwasindl" criedthey; '*thatisKwasindI 
He is gathering in bis fiie- woodl" 
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XIX. 

THE GHOSTS. 

NxTXB Btoops the soaring vulture 
On hifl quarry in the desert, 
On the sick or wonnded bison, 
Butanother vulture, vatchlng 
From hiB high aerial iook-out, 
Sees the dovnward plunge , and followi ; 
And a third pursues the second, 
Coming from the invisible ether, 
First a speck, and then a yultare, 
Till the air is dark with pinions. 

So disasters come not singly ; 
But as if they watohed and waited, 
Scanning one anothei's motions, 
Whenthefirstdescends, theothers 
Follow, foUow, gathering flock- wise 
Kound their victim , sick and wounded, 
First ashadow, thenasorrow, 
Till the air is dark with anguish. 

Now, o'er all the dreary Northland, 
MightyPeboan, the Winter, 
Breathing on the lakes and rivers, 
Into stone had ohanged their waters. 
From his hair he shook the snow-flakes, 
Till the plains were strewn with whiteness, 
One unintermpted level, 
Asif, stooping, the Creator 
With his hand had smoothed them oyer. 

Through the forest, wide and wailing, 
lioamed the hunter on his snow-shoes; 
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In the village worked the women, 
Pounded maize , or dressed the deer-skin ; 
And the young men played together 
On the ice the noisy bail-play, 
On the piain the dance of snow-shoes. 

One dark evening, afcer sundown, 
In her wigwam Laughing Water 
SatwitholdNokomis, waiting 
For the steps of Hiawatha 
Homeward from the hunt retuming. 

On their faces gleamed the fire-Ught, 
Painting them with streaks of erimson, 
In the eyes of old Nokomis 
Glimmered like the watery moonlight, 
In the eyes of Laughing Water 
Glistened like the sun in water; 
And behind them crouohed their shadows 
In the Corners of the wigwam, 
And the smoke in wreaths aboye them 
Climbed and crowded through the smoke-flue. 

Then the ourtain of the doorway 
From without was slowiy lifted; 
Brighter glowed the fire a moment, 
And a moment swerved the smoke-wreath, 
As two women entered softly, 
Passed the doorway uninvited, 
Without Word of salutation, 
Without sign of recognition, 
Sat down in the farthest comer, 
Crouching low among the shadows. 

From their aspect and their garments, 
Strängen seemed they üi the yillage ; 
Very pale and haggard were they, 
As they sat there sad and silent, 
Trembling, cowering with the Ahadows. 

Was it the wind abore the smoke-flue, 
Mttttering down into the wigwam? 

19» 
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Was it theo wl, tbe Koko-koho, 
Hooting fix>m tiie dismal forest? 
Sure a yoioe said in the silence: 
^^These are corpses clad in garments, 
These are ghosts that oome to haunt yooi 
From the Idngdom of Ponemah, 
From the land of the Hereafterl" 

Homeward now came Hiawatha 
From his honting in the forest, 
With the snow upon his tresses. 
And the red deer on his shotdders. 
At the feet of Laughing Water 
Down }^e threw his lifeless bürden; 
Nobler, handsomershethoughthim, 
Than when first he came to woo her, 
First threw down the deer before her, 
As a token of his wishes, 
As a promise of the lütnre. 

Then he tumed and saw the strangers, 
Cowering, erouching with the shadows; 
Saidwithinhimself, <*Whoaiethey? 
What Strange gnests has Minnehaha?** 
But he questioned not the strängen, 
Only spake to bid them welcome 
Tohislodge, hisfood, hisfireside. 

When the evening meal was ready, 
And the deer had been divided, 
Boththepallidguests, the strangers, 
Springing from among the shadowsi 
Seized upon the ohoioest portions, 
Seized the white feA of the roebuok, 
Set apart for Langhing Water, 
For die wife of EOiEiwatha ; 
Withont asking, without thanking^ 
Eagerly devoured the morseis, 
Flitted back among the shadows 
In the comer of the wigwam« 
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Not a Word spake Hiawatha, 
Not a motion made Nokomis, 
Not a gesture Laughing Water; 
Not a change came o'er their featores; 
Only Minnehaha softly 
Whispered, saying, **They arefamished; 
Let them do what best delights them; 
Let them eat, for they are famished.** 

Many a daylight dawned and darkened, 
Many a night shook off the daylight 
As the pine shakes off the snow-flakes 
From the midnight of its branches ; 
Day by day the guests unmoving 
Sat there silent in the wigwam; 
But by night , in storm or starlight, 
Forth they went into the forest, 
Bringing fire-wood to the wigwam, 
Bringing pine-cones for the boming, 
Always sad and always silent. 

And whenever Hiawatha 
Came from fishing or from hunting, 
When the evening meal was ready, 
And the food had been divided, 
Qiiding from their darksome comer, 
Game Üie pallid guests, the strangers, 
Seized upon the choicest portions 
Set aside for Laughing Water, 
And without reboke or question 
Flitted back among the shadows. 

Never once had Hiawatha 
By a Word or look reproved them ; 
Never once had old Nokomis 
Made a gesture of impatience; 
Never once had Laughing Water 
Shown resentment at the outrage. 
All had they endured in silence, 
Tbat ihe rights of guest and strangert 
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That the virtae of free-gi^ing, 
By a look mi^ht not be lettened, 
By a Word miffht not be broken. 

Once at mianigbt Hiawatba, 
Everwakefül, ever watchfdl, 
Inthewigwam, dimly ligbted 
By the brands that itfll were bumin^, 
Bv the glmimering, fiickering fire-hght, 
Öeard a siffhlng, oftrepeatedf 
Heazd a Bobbing, asofsorrow. 

From bis coach rose Hiawatha, 
From bis shagsy hides of bison, 
Pttshed aside tne deer-skin curtain, 
Saw the pallid guests, the shadows, 
Sittin^ upright on their couches, 
Weepmg in the silent midnight 

And he Said: **0 guests! vhyisit 
That your hearts are so afflicte^ 
That you sob so in the midnight? 
Has perchance the old Nokomis, 
Hasmywife, myMinnehaha, 
Wronged or grieved you by unkindness, 
Faiied in hospitable auties?" 

Then the snadows ceased from weeping, 
Ceased from sobbing and lamenting, 
And they said, with gentle Toices: 
** We are ghosts of the departed, 
Souls ofthose who once were with you. 
From the reahns of Chibiabos 
Hither have we come to try you, 
Hither haye we come to warn you. 

** Cries of grief and lamentation 
Reaeh us in the Blessed Islands; 
Cries of anguish from the living, 
Calling badL their friends depaited, 
Sadden us with uaeless sorrow. 
Therefore have we come to try you; 
No one knows us, no one heedls us. 
We are but a bürden to you, 
And we see that Hie departed 
Have no place among tne living. 
«'Thinkofthis, OHiawathal 
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Speak of it to all the people, 
Tnat henceforward and for eVer 
They no more with lamentations 
Sadden the souls of the departed 
In the Islands of the Blessed. 

**Do not lay such heavy burdens 
In the graves of those you bury, 
Not such weight of fürs and wamnum, 
Not suoh veight of pots and ketties, 
For the spirits faint beneath them. 
Only give them foot to carry, 
Only give them ftre to light them. 

"Four days is the spint's jonmey 
To the land of ghosts and shadows, 
Four its lonely night encampments ; 
Four times must tneir fires be lighted. 
Therefore, when the dead are buried, 
Letafire, as night approaches^ 
Four times on the grave be kindled, 
That the soul u{)on its joumey 
May not lack the cheerfül fire-light, 
May not grope about in darkness. 

'^Fareweil, noble Hiawathal 
We have put you to the trial, 
To the proof have put your patience, 
By the msult of our presence, 
By the outrage of our actions. 
We have found yoa great and noble. 
Fail not in the greater trial, 
Faint not in the harder struggie.** 

When they ceased, a sudden darknes» 
Fell and filied the silent wigwam. 
Hiawatha heard a rustle 
As of garments trailing by him, 
Heanf the ourtain of the doorway 
Lifted by a band he saw not, 
Feit the öold breath of the night air, 
For a moment saw the staiiignt; 
But he saw the ghosts no longer^ 
Saw no more the wandering spints 
From the kingdom of Ponemah, 
From the land of the Hereafter 
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XX. 

THE FAMINE. 

O THB long and dreary Winter I 
the cold and crael Wintert 
Eyer thioker, thicker, thioker 
Froze the ioe on lake and river, 
Eyerdeeper, deeper, deeper 
Fell the snow o*er all the landscape, 
FeU the covering snow, anddrifted 
Through the forest, ronnd the yillage. 

Hardly firom his bnzied wigwam 
Could the hanter force a passage ; 
With his mittens and his snow-shoes 
Vainly walked he through the forest, 
Songht for bird or beast and found none, 
Saw no track of deer or rabbit, 
In the snow beheld no footprints, 
Intheghastly, gleaming forest 
Fell, and could not rise from veakness, 
Perished there from cold and hunger. 

O the famine and the fever! 
O the wasting of the famine I 
O the blasting of the feyer! 
O ihe wailing of the childrenl 
O the anguiah of the women! 

All the earth waa siok and famished ; 
Hungry was the air around them, 
Hungry was the sky aboye them, 
And the hungry stars in heaven 
Like the eyes of wolves glared at theml 

Into Hiawatha's wigwam 
Cametwootherguests, assilent 
Astheghostswere, andasgloomyi 
Waited not to be inyited, 
Pid not parley at the doorway , 
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Sat there without word of welcome 
In the Beat of Laughing Water; 
Looked mth haggard eyes and hollow 
At the üice of Laughing Water. 

And the foremost said: "Behoid me I 
I am Famine , Bukadawin ! ** 
And the other said: '* Behold mel 
I am Fever, Ahkosewinl" 

And the lovely Minnehaha 
Shuddered as they looked upon her, 
Shuddered at the words they uttered, 
Lay down on her bed in silence, 
Hid her face » but made no answer ; 
Lay there trembling, freezing, buxnlng 
At the looks they cast upon her, 
At the fearful words they uttered. 

Forth into the empty forest 
Bushed the maddened Hiawatha; 
Li his heart was deadly sorrov, 
Li his fkce a stony firmnesa ; 
On his brow the sweat of anguish 
Started , but it froze and feil not. 

Wrapped in fürs and armed fbr hunting, 
With his mighty bow of ash-tree, 
With his quiver füll of arrows, 
With his mittens, Minjekahwun, 
Lito the vast and vacant forest 
On his snow-shoes strode he forwaxd. 

"OitcheManito, the Mighty P 
Cried he with bis face uplifted 
In that bitter hour of anguish, 
" Give your children food, O fatherl 
Giveusfood, orwemustperishl 
Give me food for Mmnehaha, 
For my dying Minnehaha 1 " 

Through the ÜBr-resounding foretti 
Through the forest vast and vacant 
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Rang that cry of desolation, 
But there came no other answer 
Than the echo of hU crying, 
Than the echo of the woodlands, 
**Minnehahal Minnehahal" 

All day long roved Hiawatha 
[n that melanoholy forest, 
Through the shadow of whoae thicketsi 
In the pleaaant daya of Summer, 
Ofthat ne*er forgotten Summer, 
He had brought hia young wife homeward 
From the land of the Daootahs; 
When the birds sang in the thickets. 
And the streamlets laughed and glistened, 
And the ür was iiill of fragrance. 
And the lovely Laughing Water 
Said with Toice that did not tremble, 
" I will follow you , my husband ! " 

In the wigwam with Nokomis , 
With Ihose gloomy guests, that watched her, 
With the Famine and the Fever, 
Shewaslying, theBeloved, 
She the dying Minnehaha. 

** Hark ! " she said ; '^ I hear a rushing, 
Hear a roaring and a rushing, 
Hear the Falls of Minnehaha 
Callingtomefrom adistance!** 
«No, mychUdr said old Nokomis, 
«*T is the night-wind in the pine-trees ! " 

'^Lookl" she said; "Iseemyfather 
Standing lonely at his doorway, 
Beckoning to me from his wigwam 
In the land of the Dacotahs I " 
*<No, mychildl" said old Nokomis, 
'* T is the smoke , that waves and beckons I ** 

'^Ahl" she said, *<theeyesofPauguk 
Qlare upon me in the darkness, 
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l oan feel hif icy fingen 
dasping mine amid the darkness I 
Hlawatha! Hiawathar 

And the desolate Slawatha, 
Far away amid the forest, 
Miles away among the mountains, 
Heard that sudden cry of angulsh, 
Heard the voice of Minnehaha 
Calling to hixn in the darkness, 
«'Hiawathal Hiawathal" 
Oyer snow-fields waste and pathless, 
Under snow-encumbered branches, 
Homeward hmried Hiawatha, 
Empty-handed, heaTy-hearted, 
Heiurd Nokomis moaning, wailing: 
^^Wahonominl Wahonominl 
Would that I had perished for you, 
Would that I were dead as you are I 
Wahonominl Wahonominl" 

And he rushed into the wigwam, 
Saw the old Nokomis slowly 
Rocking to and fro and moaning, 
Saw hit loyely Minnehaha 
Lying dead and oold before him, 
And bis bursting heart mithin hün 
Uttered such a cry of anguish, 
That the forest moaned and shuddered 
That the veiy stars in heaven 
Shook and trembled with bis anguish. 

Then besät down, still and speeebless» 
On the bed of Minnehaha, 
At the feet of Laughing Water, 
Atthosewillingfeet, äatnerer 
More would li^tly run to meet bim » 
Nerer more would lightly foUow. 

^th both bands bis face he coyered, 
Seven long days and nights he sat there, 
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Ab if in a swoon he sat there, 
Speechless, motionless, unconsoioiu 
Of the daylight or the darkness. 

Then they buiied Minnehaha; 
Id the snow a grave they made her, 
In the forest deep and darksome, 
Undemeath the moaning hemlocks ; 
Clothed her in her richest garments , 
Wrapped her in her robei of ermine, 
Coveredherwithsnow, likeenuine; 
Thos they buried Minnehaha. 

And at night a fire was lighted, 
On her grave four times was kindled, 
For her bouI upon its joumey 
Tg the Islands of the Blessed. 
From his doorway Hiawatha 
Saw it buming in the forest, 
Lighting up the gloomy hemlocks ; 
From his sleepless bed uprising, 
From the bed of Minnehaha , 
Stood and watched it at the doorway, 
That it might not be extingoished, 
Might not leave her in the darkness. 

"FareweU!" saidhe, «Minnehahal 
Farewell, Omy Laughing Water! 
All my heart is buried with you , 
All my thougfats go onward with you I 
Come not back again to labor, 
Gome not back again to sufTer, 
Where the Famine and the Fever 
Wear the heart and waste the body. 
Soon my task will be completed, 
Soon your footsteps I shall foUow 
To the Islands of the Blessed, 
To the Kingdom of Ponemah , 
To the Land of the Hereafter!'' 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1?SE WHITE MAJf'g FOOT. 801 

XXI. 

THE WHITE MAN'S FOOT. 

In his lodge beeide a river, 
Close beeide a frozen river, 
Sat an old man, ead and lonely. 
White bie hair wae ae a enow-diiit; 
DuU and low hie fire wae buming, 
And the old man ehook and trembled, 
Folded in hie Waubewyon, 
In his tattered white-ekin-wrapper, 
Hearing nothing but the tempest 
Ae it roared along the foreet, 
Seeing nothing but the enow-storm , 
Ab it whirled and hieeed and drifbed. 

All the coale were white with ashes , 
And the fire wae elowly dying, 
Aeayoungman, Walking lightly, 
At the open doorway entered. 
Bed with blood of youth hie cheeke were , 
Soft hie eyee, ae etare in Spring-^ime , 
Bound hie forehead wae with graeeee , 
Bonnd and plumed ¥rith ecented graeses ; 
On hie llpe a emile of beauty, 
Filling all the lodge with eunehine , 
In hie band a bundi of bloeeome 
FiUing all the lodge with eweetneee. 

**Ah, myeon!" exolaimedtheoldman, 
"Happy are my eyee to eee you. 
Sit here on the mat beeide me , 
Sit here by the ^ring embere , 
Let OB paee the mgbt togeiher. 
Teil me of your stränge adventures, 
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Of the landfl where you haye travelled; 
I vill teil you of my proweu« 
Of my many deeds of wonder.* 

From hiB pouoh he drew bis peaoe-pipe, 
Vexy old and strangely faahioned; 
Made of red stone was Uie pipe-head , 
And the stem a reed with feathen ; 
mied the pipe with bark of willow, 
Plaoed a buming coal upon it, 
Gaye it to bis guest, tbeitranger, 
And began to «peak in thia iviae: 

** When I blow my breath abont me , 
When I breathe upon the landBcape , 
Motionlets are all the rivers, 
Hard as itone becomes the water!" 

And the young man answered« smiling: 
*< When I blow my breath about me , 
When I breathe upon the landecape , 
Flowers spring up o'er all the meadows, 
Singingy onwardruflhtheriyexBl*' 

** When I Bhake my hoary tresses ," 
Said the old man darkly frowning, 
*'A11 the land ¥rith snow is oovered ; 
All the leayes from all the branohes 
Fall and finde and die and wither, 
Fori breathe 9 andlo! theyarenot 
From the waters and the marshes 
Bise the wild g^joee and the heron, 
Fly away to dbtant regions, 
Forlspeak, aodlo! theyarenot 
And where'er my footsteps wander, 
AU the wild beasts of the forest 
Eide themsehes in holes and oavems, 
And the earthbeoomes asflintstone!** 

*< When I shake my flowmg ringlets,** 
Said the yoimg man, softly laagidng, 
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^ Showen of rain fall wann and welcome , 
Planta llft up their heada rgoidng, 
Back unto their lakes and manhes 
Come the wild gooae and the heron , 
Homeward shoots the arrowy awaUow, 
Sing the blue-bird and the robin , 
And where'er my footsteps wander, 
All the meadowa wave with blossoms , 
äSU the woodlanda ring with music, 
All the trees are dark with foliage 1 " 

Whiletheyspake, the night departed; 
From the distant realms of Wabun , 
From hia ehining bdge of aÜTer, 
Like a wanior robed and painted , 
Cametheaun, andaaid, "Behold mel 
Gheezia, thegreatsun, behold mel" 

Then the old man's tongue was speechless, 
And the air grew wann and pleasant, 
And upon the wigwam aweetly 
Sang the blue-bird and the robin , 
And the atream began to murmur, 
And a acent of growing graasea 
Through the lodge was genüy wafted. 

AndSegwun, the youthful atranger, 
More diatinctly in the daylight 
Saw the ioy face before hhn ; 
It waa Peboan« the Wintert 

From hia eyea the tears were flowing , 
Aa from melting lakea the streamleta , 
And hia body ahnmk and dwindled 
Aa the ahouting aun aacended, 
Tilllnto the aurit faded, 
Till into the ground it yaniahed, 
And the young man aaw before him , 
On the hearth-atone of the wigwam , 
Where the fire had amoked and amoulderecl« 
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Saw the earliest flower of Spring^time , 
Saw the Beauty of the Spring-tiiiie , 
Saw the Miskodeed in blossom. 

Thus it was that in the Northland 
After that unheard-ofooldnew, 
That intolerable Winter, 
Game the Spring with all its splendor, 
All its birds and all its blossoms , 
All its flowers and leaves and grasses. 

Sailing on the wind to northward, 
Flyingingreatflocks, likearrowB, 
Like huge arrows shot through heayen, 
Passed the swan, the Mahnahbezee, 
Speaking almost as a man speaks; 
And in long lines waving, bending 
Like a bow-string snapped asimder, 
The white goose, the Waw-be-wawa; 
Andinpairs, or singly flying, 
Mahng the loon, with dangorous pinions, 
The blue heron, the Shuh-shuh-gah, 
Andthegrowse, the Moshkodasa. 

In the thiökets and the meadows 
Pipedtheblue-bird, theOwaissa, 
On the summit of the iodges 
Sang the Opechee, the robin , 
In the covert of the pine-trees 
CooedtheOmemee, thepigeon, 
And the sorrowing Hiawatha« 
Speechless in bis infinite sorrow, 
E^ard their roices calling to him, 
Went forth from bis gloomy doorway, 
Stood and gazed into the heaven , 
Qazed upon the earth and wateza« 

From bis wandermgs far to eastward^ 
From the regions of the moming, 
From the sldning kmd of Wabnn, 
Bomeward now retomed lagoo, 
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The great traveller , the great boaster, 
Füll of new and stränge adventures, 
Marvels many and many wonders. 

And the people of the yillage 
Listened to him as he told them 
Of his marvellous adyentures, 
Laughing answered him in this wise : 
*'Ughl itisindeedlagoo! 
No one eise beholds such wonders ! '* 

Hehadseen, hesaid, a water 
Bigger than the Big-Sea-Water , 
Broader than the ätche Qumee, 
Bitter so that none could drink itl 
At each other looked the warriors , 
Looked the women at each other, 
Smiled, andsidd, ^^Itcannotbesol 
Kawl" theysaid, ^^tcannotbeso!** 

0*erit, Said he, o'er this water 
Game a great canoe with pinions, 
A canoe with wings came flying, 
Bigger than a groTO of pine-trees , 
TaJler than the tallest tree-tops ! 
And the old men and the women 
Looked and tittered at each other; 
"Kawl" they said, " we don't believe itl" 

From its mouth , he said , to greet him , 
CameWaywassimo, the lightning, 
Came the thunder, Annemeekeel 
And the warriors and the women 
Laughed aloud at poor lagoo ; 
"Kawl" they said, *<whattalesyoutellusl" 

Init, said he, came a people, 
In the great canoe with pinions 
Came, he said, a hundred warriors; 
Painted white were all their faces , 
And with hair their chins were coveredl 
And the warriors and the women 
longfellQW, IL 20 
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Lattgbed and shouted in demion, 
Like the nnrens on the tree-tops, 
Like the crowi upon the hemlocks. 
"«Kawl** theysaid, "what lies you teil usf 
Do not think that we believe them ! *' 

Only Hiawatha laughed not, 
But he gravely spake and answered 
To their jeeiing and their jesting: 
"True is all lagoo teils us ; 
I have Seen it in a vision , 
Seen the great canoe with pinions, 
8een the people with white faces, 
Seen the Coming of this bearded 
People of the wooden vessel 
From the regions of the morning, 
From the shining Und of Wabun. 

" Gitche Manito the Mighty , 
The Oreat Spirit, the Creator, 
Sends them hither on his errand, 
Sends them to us with his message. 
Wheresoe'er they move, before them 
Swanns the stinging fly , the Ahmo, 
Swarmsthebee, the honey-maker; 
Wheresoe'er they tread , beneath them 
Springs a flower unknown among us, 
Springs the White-man*s Foot in blossom. 

<^Let US welcome, then, the strangers, 
Hail them as our friends and brothers , 
And the heart's right band of firiendship 
Oiye them when they come to see us. 
Gitche Manito, the Mighty, 
Said this to me in my vision. 

^^Iheheld, too, in that vision 
All the secrets of the future, 
Of the distant days that shall be. 
I beheld the westward marches 
Of the unknown, crowded tations. 
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Aü tbe land waa füll of people, 
RestleBs, stragglmg, toilüig, striving, 
Speakingmanytongues, yetfeeling 
But one heart-beat in their bosoms. 
In the woodlands lang their axes , 
Smoked their towns in all the Valleys , 
Over all the lakes and rivers 
Bushed their great canoes of thunder. 

'^Thenadarker, drearier vision 
Passed beforeme, yagueandcloud-like; 
I beheld our nations scattered , 
All forgetfiil of my caunsels, 
Weakened, warring with each other; 
Saw the remnants of our people 
Sweeping westward , wild and woful^ 
Like the cloud-rack of a tempest, 
Like the with^red leaves of autumnl** 



20* 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



308 7H£ SOITG Ol? HUWAISA* 



XXII. 
HIAWATHA'S DEPARTURE. 

Bt the shore of Gitche Gumee , 
By the shining Big-Sea-Water , 
At the doorway of his wigwam, 
In the pleasant Summer morning, 
Hiawatha stood and waited. 

All the air vai füll of freshness, 
All the earth was bright and joyous , 
And before him , through the sunshine , 
Westward toward the neighbonng forest 
Passed in golden swanns the Ahmo 
Passed the bees , the honey-makers , 
Buming, singing in the simshine. 

Bright above him shone the heavens, 
Level spread the lake before him; 
From its bosom leaped the sturgeon, 

Sparkling, flashing in the sunshine; 

On its margin the great forest 

Stood reflected ia the water, 

Every tree-top had its shadow, 

Motionless beneath the water. 
From the brow of Hiawatha 

Gone was every trace of sorrow, 

As the fog from off the water, 

As the mist from off the meadow. 

With a smüe of joy and triumph, 

With a look of exultation, 

As of one who in a vision 

Sees whatis tobe, butisnot, 

Stood and waited Hiawatha, 
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Toward the lun hit hands were lifted , 
Both the palmB spread out againgt it , 
And between the parted fingen 
Fell the sunshine on bis features, 
Flecked with light hia naked ahoulders, 
As it falls and flecks an oak-tree 
Through the rifted leaves and branches. 

O'er the water floating, flying, 
Something in the hazy distance , 
Something in the mists of moming, 
Loomed and lifted m>m the water, 
Now seemed floating, nowseemedflying, 
Coming nearer, nearer, nearer. 

Was it Sbingebis the diyer ? 
Wasitthepelican, theShada? 
Ortheheron, the Shuh-shuh-gah? 
Or the white goose, Waw-be-wawa, 
With the water dripping, flashing 
From its glossy neck and feathers ? 

It was neither goose nor diver, 
Neither pelican nor heron, 
O'er the water floating, flying, 
Through the shining mist of moming, 
But a birch canoe with paddles , 
Rising, sinking on the water, 
Dripping, flashing in the sunshine, 
And within it came a people 
From the distant land of Wabun, 
From the farthest realms of moming 
Came the Black-Bobe chief , the Prophet 
He the Priest of Prayer, the Pale-foce , 
With his guides and bis oompanions. 

And the noble Hlawatha, 
With his hands aloft extended , 
Held aloft in sign of welcome , 
Waited, füll of exultation, 
Till the birch canoe with paddles 
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Grated on the shining pebbles, 
Stranded on the Sandy margin, 
Till the Black-Robe Chief, the Pale-faoe, 
With the cross upon bis bosom , 
Landed on the Sandy margin. 

Then the joyous Hiawatha 
Cried aloud and spake in this vise : 
^Beautiftüisthesun, O strängen, 
When you come so far to see us I 
All our town in peäce awaits you , 
All our doors stand open for you; 
You shall enter all our wigwams , 
For the heart's right band we giye you. 

"Neyer bloomed the earth so gayly , 
Neyer shone the sun so brightly , 
As to-day they shine and blossom 
When you come so far to see us ! 
Never was our lake so tranquil , 
Nor so free from rocks and sand-bars; 
For your birch canoe in passing 
Has remoTod both rock and sand-bar ! 

" NeTer before had our tobacco 
Such a sweet and pleasant flayor , 
Neyer the broad leayes of our com-fields 
Were so beautiful to look on, 
As they seem to us this moming, 
When you come so far to see us I ** 

And the Black-Robe chief made answer, 
Stammered in bis speech a little, 
Speaking words yet unfamiliar : 
"Peacebe with you, Hiawatha, 
Peace be with you and your people , 
Peace of prayer, and peace of pardon, 
Peace of Christ, andjoyof Maryl** 

Then the generous Hiawatha 
Led the strangers to bis wigwam , 
Seated them on skuis of bison , 
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Seated them on skins of ermine , 
And the careful, oldNokomis 
Brought them food in bowls of bass-wood, 
Water brought in birchen dippen, 
And the calumet , the peaoe-pipe , 
Filled and lighted for their Smoking. 

All the old men of the YÜlage , 
All the warrion of the nation , 
Allthe Jossakeedfl, theprophetSi 
The magicians, theWabenos 
Andthemedicine-men, theMedas, 
Game to bid the strangers welcome ; 
"Itiswell," theysaid, "Obrothers, 
That you come so far to see us 1 " 

In a cirde roimd the doorway, 
With their pipes they sat in silence , 
Waiting to behold the strangers , 
Waiting to receiye their message ; 
Till the Black-Bobe chief, thePale-face, 
From the wigwam came to greet them, 
Stammering in his speech a little , 
Speaking words yet nnfamiliar; 
"Itiswell," theysaid, «Obrother, 
That you come so far to see uf 1 *' 

Then the Black-Robe chief, the prophet, 
Told his message to the people , 
Told the purport of his mission , 
Told them of the Virgin Mary, 
And her blessed Son, the Saviour, 
How in distant lands and ages 
He had liyed on earth as ve do ; 
Howhefasted, prayed, andlabored; 
HowtheJews, tiietribeaccursedj 
Mockedhim, scourgedhim, cmcifiedhim; 
How he rose from where they laid him, 
Walked again with his disciples , 
And ascended into heaven. 
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And the ohiefs made answer, laying: 
*^ We have Iktened to your mesaage , 
We have heard your words of wiadom , 
We will think on what you tall us. 
Itiswellforoa, Obrothers, 
That you come so far to aee us ! ** 

Then they rose up and departed 
Each one homeward to bis wigwam, 
To the yoiing men aad the women 
Told the Btory of the strangers 
Whom the Master of Life had sent them 
From the shining land of Wabun. 

Heayy with the heat and silence 
Grew the aftemoon of Summer; 
With a drowsy sound the forest 
Whispered round the sultry vigwam ^ 
With a sound of sleep the water 
Bippled on the beaoh below it; 
From the com-fields shrill and ceaseless 
Sang the grasshopper, Pah-puk-keena; 
And the guests of Hiawatha, 
Weary with the heat of Summer, 
Slumbered in the sultry wigwam. 

Slowly o'er the simmering landscape 
Fell the eyening's dusk and coolness, 
And the long and leyel sunbeams 
Shot their spears into the forest, 
Breaking through its shields of shadow, 
Rushed into each secret ambush , 
Searchedeachthicket, dingle, hollow; 
Still the guests of Hiawatha 
Slumbered in the silent wigwam. 

From bis place rose Hiawatha, 
Bade farewell to old Nokomis, 
Spakeinwhispers, spake in this wise , 
Pid not wake the guests , that slumbered : 
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"I am going, ONokomis, 
On a long and distant joumey , 
To the portal» of the Sunset, 
To the regiona of the home-wind, 
Of the Northwest wind, Keewaydin. 
But these guests I leaTe behind me , 
In your watch and ward I leave them ; 
See that neyer härm comes near them , 
See that neyer fear moleata them , 
Never danger nor suapioion , 
Neyer want of food or shelter, 
In the lodge of Iffiawatha ! " 

Forth into the village went he , 
Bade farewell to all the wanriors , 
Bade farewell to all the young men , 
Spake persuading, spakeinthiswise: 

«I am going, Omypeople, 
On a long and distant joumey ; 
Many moons and many winters 
Will have come , and will have vanished , 
£re I come agun to see you. 
But my guests I leaye behind me ; 
Listen to their words of wisdom , 
Listen to the truth they teil you, 
For the Master of Life has sent them 
From the land of light and moming I " 

On the shore stood Hiawatha , 
Tumed and wayed hia hand at parting ; 
On the clear and luminous water 
Launched his birch canoe for sailing, 
From the pebbles of the margin 
ShoTed it forth into the water; 
Whisperedtoit, "Westward! westward r 
And with speed it darted forward. 

And the eyening sun deacending 
Set the douds on fire with redness, 
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Bumed the broad sky , like a prairie , 
Left upon the leyel water 
One long track and trail of splendor , 
Down whose stream, as down a riyer, 
Westward, weatward Hiawatha 
Sailed into the fiery sunset, 
Sailed into the purple vapors, 
Sailed into the dusk of eyening. 

And the people from the margin 
Watched him fioating, rising, sinking, 
Till the birch canoe seemed lifted 
High into that sea of splendor, 
Till it sank into the vapors 
Like the newmoonslowly, slowly 
Sinking in the purple distance. 

And they said , " Farewell for e ver 1 " 
Said, "Farewell, OHlawatha!" 
And the forests, dark and lonely, 
Moved through all their dephts of darkness , 
Sighed, "FareweU, OHiawatha!" 
And the wayes upon the margin 
Kising, ripplingonthepebbles, 
Sobbed, "Farewell, OHiawathal** 
And the heron , the Shuh-shuh-gah, 
From her haunts among the fen-lands, 
Screamed, "Farewell, OHiawatha I*' 

Thu8 departed Hiawatha, 
Hiawatha the Beloyed, 
In the glory of the sunset. 
In the purple mists of evening, 
To the regions of the home-wind, 
Of the Northwest wind Keewaydin, 
To the Islands of the Blessed , 
To the kingdom of Ponemah, 
To the land of the Hereafterl 
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NOTES. 



Tn SoMO OF HiAWATBA. — Thifl Indian Edda — if I may so eall It — la 
founded ou a tradiüon provalent among the North American Indiana, of a 
personage of mlracaloua birth, wtio waa sent among tliem to clear thelr 
riyers, foreats, and fisliing-grounda , and to teacfa them Üie arta of peace. 
He waa known among different tribea by the aeveral namea of Mlchabou, 
Chlabo , Manaboso , Tarenyawagon , and Hiawatha. Mr. Schooloraft girea 
an acconnt of him in his Algio Researches, Vol. I. p. 134; and in hia 
Hisiory, ConditUm, and Protpectt of the Indian Tribet of the United States, 
Part. III. p. 814, may be fonnd the Iroqaols form of the tradition, derired 
from the verbal narrationa of an Onondaga chief. 

Into thia cid tradition I have woyen other earions Indian legenda, 
drawn chiefly from the varioas and valnable wrltlngs of Mr. Schoolcraft, 
to whom the literary world ia greatly indebted for his indefatigable aeal in 
rescuing from obUvion so mach of the legendary lore of the Indians. 

The acene of the poem ia among the Ojibwaya on the aoothem ahore 
of Lake Saperior, in the region between the Pietnred Rocks and the 
Grand Sable. 

Page 156. Ar the Vale of Tamasentha. 

Thra Valley, now called Norman*s Kill, is in Albany Coonty, New 
York. 

Page 169. 0» the Mowntaine of the Prairie, 

Mr. Catlin, in his Leiters and Notes on the Manners, Customs, and 
Condition of the North American Indians, Vol. II. p. 160, gives an in- 
teresting acconnt of the Coteam des Prairies, and the Red Pipe-stone 
Qaarry. He says : — 

'*Here (acoording to their traditions) happened the mysterioas birth of 
the red pipe , which has blown ita ftimes of peace and war to the remotest 
comers of the contlnent; which has visited every warrior, and paased 
throngh its reddened atem the irrevocable oath of war and desolation. And 
here, also, the peace-breathing calnmet waa born, and flringed with the 
eagle*8 qnills, which haa shed its thrilling ftames over the land, and 
f oothed the füry of the relentless savage. 

**The Great Spirit at an anoient period here called the Indian nationa 
together, and, atanding on the preclpiee of the red plpe-atone rock, brok« 
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from Um waII a pleee, and made a huge pipe by tnrnlng It In Ui hiad, 
wbieh he gmoked over tbemi and to the North, the Sonth, the Eatt, and 
the West, aad told them that this «tone waa red,» that It was their flesh,— 
that they mnet ose It for their pipee of peace, ^ that it belonged to them 
all, and that the war-olob and soalping-knife mast not be raieed on ita 
ground. At the laat whiff of hie pipe his head went into a great elend, and 
the whole anrface of the rook for several milee was melted and glaaed; 
two great oveni were opened beneath, and two women (gnardian spirits of 
the place) entered them in a blase of Are; and they are heard there yet 
(Tso-meo-coe-tee and Tso-me-eos-te-won-dee) , aniwering to the invoo«- 
tions of the bigh-priests or medlcine-men, who consnlt them when they are 
Tiiitora to thls sacred place.** 

Page 165. Hark yo«, Bear! you are a eoward, 

This aneedote is trom Heokewelder. In bis aoconnt of the ümHo» 
NaH<nUp he deacribes an Indian hanter as addressing a bear In nearly 
these werde. *'I waa preaent,** he says, " at the delivery of thta enrioos 
inveotive; when the hanter bad deapatched the bear, I asked bim how he 
thonght that poor animal conld anderstand what he seid to it? *0,* said 
he in answer, *the bear nnderstood me very well; did you not obsenre 
bow tuhamed be looked whüe I was npbraiding bim?*** — TnmeactUm» of 
the American PhUosophical Sooietjf, Vol. I. p. 940. 

Page 176. HmA! ihe Naked Bear will gel thee! 

Heckewelder, in a letter pablished in the Transaetume of tke Ameiiet» 
PhüOiopbieal Sodety, Vol. lY. p. 260, speaks of thls tradition as prevalent 
among the Mohicans and Delawares. 

*^ Their reports,** he says, "rnn thus: that among all animals that bad 
been formerly in tbis coantry, thls was the most ferooions; that it was 
mach larger than the largest of the common bears , and remarkably long- 
bodied; all over, (except a spot of hair on its back of a white color,) 
naked 

'^The history of thls animal nsed to be a subject of oonversation 
among the Indiens, especially when in the woods a buntlng. I have also 
heard them say to their ehildren when orying: *Hash I the naked bear will 
bear you, be npon you, and devoar you.*** 

Page 187. Where the FaUs ofMimnehaha, Jcc. 

*' The soenery about Fort Snelling is rieh in beauty. ^ The Falls of 
St. Anthony are familiär to travellers , and to readers of Indian aketehes. 
Between the fort and these falls are the *Ltttle Falls,* forty feet in helght, 
on a stream that empties into the Mississippi. The Indians eall them 
Mine-hah-hah, or Maughlng waters.*** — Mrs. Eastman*s Dacotäh, wr 
Legends of the Si&im, Introd., p. ii. 

Page 284. SoMd Hillt of the Nagow Wuifoo. 

A description of the Grand Salfle, or great sand dnncs of Lake Sn- 
perior, is givon in Fester and Whitney's Report on ike Geelogy ofthß Lake 
Üuperior Land DUtrict, Part II. p. 181. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



KOTES. 317 

<*The Grand Sable possesses a scenio Intereat Itttle Inferior to that of 
the Plctnred Bocks. The explorer passea abraptly from a coast of con- 
flolidated sand to one of loose materials; and althongh in the one oase the 
olilb are less precipitona, yet in fhe other they attain a higher altitnde. 
He aeea before hlm a long reach of coaat, resembling a vast sand-bank, 
morethan three bnndred andfiftyfeet in height, withoat a trace of Tege- 
tation. Aacending to the top, ronnded hillocks of blown sand are obsenred, 
with occaslonal clumps of trees, standlng ont üke oases in the desert.** 

Page 385. Onaway! Awake, belowed! 

The original of thia song may be foond in Littell*s Idwing Age, 
Vol. Z2CV. p. 46. 

Page 388. Or the R$d Sman floflHng, flying. 

The fancifül tradition of the Red Swan may be found In Schoolcraft's 
Atgio Retearchea, Vol. II. p. 9. Three brothers were hanting on a wager 
to aee who wonld bring home the firat game. 

**They were to shoot no other animal,** so the legend aaya, "bat sach 
aa each waa in the habit of killing. Tbey aet out different ways; 0<Uibwa, 
the youngest, had not gone far before he saw a bear, an animal he was 
not to kill, by the agreement. He foilowed him dose, and drove an 
arrow throagh him, which brongbt him to the groand. Althongh con- 
trary to the bet , he immedlately commenced skinnlng him , when snddenly 
•omethlng red tlnged all the air aronnd hlm. He rabbed bis eyes, thinking 
he was perhaps deeeived; bat witbont effect, for the red hne oontinued. 
At length he heard a stränge noiae at a distance. It arst appeared like a 
human Toice, but after foUowing the sound forsome distance, he reached 
the shores of a lake , and soon saw the objeot he was looking for. At a 
distance out in the lake sat a most beautifül Red Swan, whose plumage 
glittered in the sun , and who would now and then make the same noise he 
had heard. He waa within long bow-shot, and, pulllng the arrow flrom the 
bow-string up to his ear, took deliberate aim and sbot. The arrow took no 
effect; and he shot and diot again tili bis quiver was empty. Still the swan 
remained, moring round and round, stretching its long neck and dlpping 
its bin Into the water, as if heedless of the arrows shot at it. Oc^ibwa 
ran home, and got all his own and his brother's arrows, and shot them all 
away. He then stood and gazed at the beautiftal bird. While standlng, he 
remembered his brother*s saying that in their deeeased father*s medicine- 
•aek were three magio arrows« Off he started, his anxiety to kill the swan 
OTereomlng all somples. At any other time, he would have deemed It 
saerilege to open his father's medicine-saek; but now he hastlly seiced the 
three arrows and ran back, leaving the other eontents of the sack seattered 
OTer the lodge. The swan was still there. He shot the flrst arrow with 
great preoislon, and came very near to lt. The second came still closer ; 
M he took the last arrow, he feit his arm firmer, and, drawing It up with 
^igor, saw it pass through the neck of the swan a llttle aboTe the breast. 
StHl K dldiiot prerent Üie bird firon flying off^ whIch It dldi howerer, «j( 
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flrst tlowly, ÜApplng Ito wingt and rifing gradually Intothe alr, aad then 
flyiag off toward the aiiiking of the fun.** — pp. 10—13. 

Pag« 947. Whm!tkitAofmybel(m9d. 

The original of tbl« seng may be found in Oneöta, p. 10. 

Page 949. Sing the mygteries of Mondamin. 

The Indiana hold the maize, or Indian oorn, In great veneratioa« 
**They eateem it so Important and dirine a graln/* aays Sohoolcraft, **that 
their 8tory>tellera invented various tales, in whlch this idea is symbollxed 
nnder the form of a special gift from the Great Spirit. The Oc^ibwa-Algon- 
qains, who eall it Mon-di-min, that is, the Spirit*s graln or berry, have « 
pretty story of this Und, in whlch the stalk In füll tassel is represented na 
desoendlng Arom the sky, nnder the gnise of a handsome yonth, In anawer 
to the prayera of a young man at hla fast of Tirility, or ooming to man- 
liood. 

"It is well known that corn-planting, and oom-gatherlng, at least 
among all the still nncoloni$aä trlbes, are left entirely to the females and 
ehtldren, and a few saperannnated old men. It is not generally known, 
perhaps, that this labor isnotoompnlsory, and that itlsassnmed bythe 
females as a Jast eqnivalent, in their view, for the oneroos and continuoaa 
labor of the other sex, in providlng meats, and skins for clothing, by the 
ehase, and in defending their TiUages agalnst their enemies, and keeping 
Intrnders off their territories. A good Indian housewife deems this a part 
of herprerogatlTC, and prides herseif to hare a störe of com to exercise 
herhospitality, or duly honor her hnsband^s hospitality« in the entertaln- 
ment of the lodge gnests«** — One&ta, p. 89. 

Page 950. Thui the fielät ehall be more frtdtfkl» 

**▲ Singular proof of this belief, in both §exe§t of the mysterloos In- 
flaenoe of the Steps of a woman on the vegetable and inseot creation , la 
foand in an aneient enstom, whlch was related to me, respectlng corn- 
planting. It was the practloe of the hnnter*s wife , when the fleld of com 
had been planted, to choose the first dark or over-clonded CTening to per- 
form a secret circnlt, eane hahilemmu , aronnd the fteld. For this pnrpose 
she slipped ont of the lodge in the evenlng, nnobserred, to some obsonre 
nook, where she completely dlsrobed. Then, taklng her matohecota, or 
prlncipal garment, in one band, she dragged it around the field. This was 
thonght to insnre a proUAc erop, and to prevent the aasanlu of inseots and 
Worms npon the grain. It was snpposed they coold not creep over the 
charmed llne.** — Oneöta, p. 88. 

Page 263. With hie pritoner-string he bound htm, 

"These oords,** sajrs Mr. Tanner, *' are made of the bark of the elm- 

tree, by boiling and then immersing it in cold water The leader of a 

war party commonly carries several fastened abont bis waist, and if, in the 
oourse of the flght, any one of bis yoang men takes a prisoner,lt is bis dnty 
to bring Um immediately to the oUef, to be Ued, aod the Utter ia re« 
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Bponilble tot his •afe-keeping.** ^ Nartative ofCaptivUy and Advenlure$, 
p. 412. 

Page 965. Wagemin , the thief of corn-'flel4$ , 
Paimoiaid, the $kuUung robber. 

**If one of tbe yoong fenule hasker» find« a red ear ot eoni,it la typioal 
of a brare admirert and U regarded as a fitting preaent to aome young war- 
rior. Butif the earbe crooked, and tapering to a point, no matter what 
eolor, the whole circle 1« aet in a roar, and wa^e'min ia the word ahoated 
aloDd. It la the aymbol of a thief in the corn-field. It ia conaidered aa tbe 
Image of an old man stooping aa he entere the lot. Had the chiael of 
Praxitelea been employed to prodace thia image, it conld not more TiTidly 
bring to the minda of the merry group the idea of a pilferer of their 
fkTorite mondimin 

** The literal meaning of the term ia , a maaa , or crooked ear of grain | 
bot the ear of com ao oalled ia a conTentional type of a llttle old man pll- 
fering eara of com in a eom-fleld« It ia in thia manoer that a aingle word 
or term , in theae cnriooa langaagea, becomaa the frnitAal parent of many 
idoa«. And we can thaa perceive why it ia that the word wagenUn ia alone 
eompetent to ezoite merriment in the haaking circle. 

**Thia term ia taken aa the baaia of the cereal choraa, or coro aong, aa 
aang by the Northem Algonqain tribes. It ia conpled with the ptraae 
Paitnotaid, — a permatatire form of the Indian aabatantiTe, made from tbe 
verb pim^o^ea, to walk. Ita literal meaning ia, he who maUu, or the walkerg 
bat the ideaa oonreyed by it are , he who walka by night to pllfer com. It , 
offera, therefore, a kind of paralleliam in expreaaion to tbe preoedincf 
term/' -^ Oueöta, p. 9M. 

Page 369. Pmgastting, wUh thirteen ptece». 

Thia Game of the Bowl ia the princIpal game of basard among tbe 
Northem tribea of Indiana. Mr. Schoolcraft girea a particnlar acceunt of 
it in Oneöta, p. 86. "Thia game,** he aaya, 'Ma Tery faadnating to aome 
portiona of the Indiana. They atake at it their ornamenta, weapona, 
olothing, canoea, horaea, everything in facttbey poaaeaa; and have been 
known, it ia aaid, to aet np their wivea andchildren, andCTentoforfeit their 
own liberty. Of anch deaperate atakea I have aeen no examplea, nor do I 
think the game itaelf in common nae. It la rather oonflned to cerUln 
peraona, who hold the relatlTC rank of gamblera in Indian aociety, — meir 
who are not noted aa hnntera or warriora, or ateady provldera fbr their 
familiea. Among theae are persona who bear the term ot lenadiue-wug, 
that ia, wanderera abont the coantry, braggadocloa, or fops. It can hardly 
be claaaed with the popolar gamea of amnaement» by which akill and 
dexterity are reqoired. I bare generally fonnd the Chiefs and graver men of 
the tribea, who encoaraged the yoang men to play ball, and are aure to be 
preaent at the caatomary aporta, to witneaa« and sanotion, and applaad 
tliem • apeak lightly and dlaparagingly of thia game of hasard. Yet it can* 
not be denied that aome of the chleCi, diatingniahed in war and the chaaCf 
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at the West , ean be referred to m lendiqg thelr example to !ts fascinatinf 
power." 

See aleo hia HUtory, Conditio, and Prospects of the Indian Tribes, 
Part. II. p. 73. 

Page SM. To the Pictwred Rock$ of saKd$lone» 

The reader will find a long description of the Pletured Bocks In Foeter 
and Whitney*« Report on the Geology of the Lake S^erior Land Diurict, 
Part. II. p. 194. From this I make the following extract : — 

**The Pietored Rooks may be desoribed, in general terme, as a series 
of sandatone blaffii extendfaig along the shore of Lake Snperior for aboot 
five milei, and riaing, in moft placea, Tertioally from the water, withont 
any beaeh at the baae, to a helght yarying firom fifty to nearly two handred 
feet. Were they almply a llne of cliffa , they might not, so far as relates to 
height or extent, be worthy of a rank among great natural onriositiea, 
althoagh aaeh an aaaemblage of rocky atraU, waahed by the wavea of the 
great lake, woold not, ander any oircamatancea , be deatitate of grandear. 
To the Toyager, ooaating along their baae in hia flrail canoe, they woald, at 
all timea, be aa ol^eot of dread; the recoil of the aorf, the roek-boand 
eoasty afTording, formilea, no plaeeof reftige, — the lowering aky , th« 
riaing wind, — all theae woald exelte hia q^prehenalon, and tndaee him to 
ply a vigorooa oar antU the dreaded wall was paaaed. Bat in the Pietored 
Roeka there are two featarea whlch commanicate to the scenery a wonder- 
fal and almoat aniqae charaeter. Theae are, firat, the corloas manner in 
whieh the cliffa have been excavated , and wom away by the aotion of the 
lake, whieh, for eentariea, has dashed an ocean-Uke sarf against fbelr base; 
and, aeeond, the eqaally oarions manner in Whieh large portiona of the 
snrfaoe have been colored by banda of brilliant haei. 

**It la firom the latter eircamstance that the name, by whlch theae clifb 
are known to the Amerloan trareller, is derived; white that applied to 
them by the Freaeh royagenra <'Lei Portaila*) is derived flrom the former, 
and by far the most atrikiog peooliarlty. 

*'The t«rm PUtmred Aoeitt haa been in aae for a great length of time; 
bat when it was firat applied, we have been unable to discover. It woald 
seem that the first travellers were more impreased with the novel and 
atriking diatribation of oolors on the sarfaee, than with the astoniahing 
▼ariety of form into whieh the clifTa themaeWes have boen wem 

" Oar Toyageara had maay legende to relate of the pranka of the 
Jfeimi-frqfo« in theae eavems, and, in anawer to onr imtairies» aeemo4 dla- 
poaed to flRbrleate atorles, wlthoat end, of the aohleTementa of thto Indian 
deity.- 

Page 809. Tofewi the tmn hie handt were Hßed. 
In this manner, and with «aoh salutations, was Father Marqnette re* 
oeiTed by the Ilinota. de« his T&yoffet et Dietmoertee, Sodion Y, - 
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A4|idaQ'mo, the red tqtdrrel, 
Ahdeek% thereindeer, 
Ahmeek', the'beaver. 
Annemee'kee, the thunder, 
Apak^a, abiUrush, 
Baim-wa'wa, tlketound of the thun- 

der. 
Bemah'gat, Üie grape-vine» 
Big-Sea-Water, Lake Superior, 
Gheemann', abirchcanoe» 
Ofaetowaik', theptover. 
Chibiä'bos, a mmician; friend of 

Hiawatha; rvler in the Land of 

Spirits» 
Dabin'da, the bull'-frog. 
Duah-kwo-ne'-she , or Kwo-ne'-sbe, 

the dragon^fly, 
Esa, shame igton yo«. 
Ewa-yea', InUahy. 
Gitche Ga'mee, the Big-Sea^Water, 

Lake S^erior. 
Oitohe Man'ito, the Great Spirit, the 

Master of Life. 
Guahkewaa', the darknest» 
Hiawatha, the Prophet, the Teacher; 

8on of Mudjekeewis, the West- 
Wind, and Wenonah, daughter of 

liokomis» 
la'goo , a great boaeter and story- 

teUer. 
Inin'ewag, men, or pawnt in the 

Game of the Bowl. 
Iahkoodah% fire; a oomet, 
Jee'by, aghoat, aspirit. 
Josa'akeed, aprophet. 
Kabibonok'ka, the North- Wind. 
Ka'go , do not' 
Kahgahgee', theraven. 
Kaw, no, 

Kaween^ noindeed, 
Kayoshk', theeea-guU. 
Kee'gOf aßsh. 

Longfellow. IL 



Keeway'din , the Northwett wind, the 

Hohte-wind» 
Kena'beek, aserpent. 
Kenea', the great war-^agle* 
Keno'iha, the pickerei. 
Ko'ko-ko'ho , the owl. 
Kantaaoo', the Game of Plwnstones. 
Kwa'flind, the Strong Man, 
Kwo-ne'osbe, or Dush-kwo-ne'-sbe, 

the dragon-fly- 
Mahnahbe'zee , the swan» 
Mahng, theloon. 

Mahn-go-tay'see, /oon-Aear<ed,6rao&. 
liahnomo'nee , wildrice. 
Ma'ma, the woodpeeker, 
Maskeno'zha, the pike. 
Me'da, a medicine-man. 
Meenah'ga, the blu^erry. 
Megissog'won, the great Pearl-Fea- 

ther, a magician, and the Manito 

of Wealth. 
Meshinaa'wa, apipe-bearer. 
Mii^ekah'wun, Hiawatha* s mittena. 
Minneha'ha, Laughing Water; a 

water-fall on a stream running 

into Miesiesippi, between Fort 

Snelling and the Falls of St. An- 

thony» 
Mfnneba'ba, Laughing Water; wife 

of Hiawatha* 
Minne-waVa, a pleasant sound, as 

of the wind in the trees. 
Miahe-Mo'kwa, the Great Bear» 
Mishe-Nah'ma, the Great Sturgeon. 
Miskodeed', the Spring-Beauty, the 

Claytoma Virginica. 
Monda'min, Indiancom» 
Moon of BrightNigbts, Aprü. 
Moon of Leaves , Jfiay. 
Moon ofStrawberries, June, 
Moon of the Falling Leaves, Si>p- 

teniber» 

21 
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Moon of Snow-shoos, No9ember, 
Mu^Jekeo'wl«, the West-Wiud; fa- 

ther of Hiawatha. 
Madway-aosh'ka, tofmd of t§a»et ftn 

a Bhore* 
Mushkoda'aa, the graute, 
Nah'ma, the atwgeon. 
Nah'ma-wask, spearmint, 
Na'gow WncU'oo, the Sand Dunee of 

Lake Superior. 
Nee-ba-naV-baigs, water^spirits. 
Nenemoo'sha , tweetheart» 
NepahVm, tleep» 
Noko'mis, a grandmother; fnoiher 

of Wenonah. 
No'aa, my father, 
Nush'ka, look! looh! 
Odah'min, the strawberry. 
Okahah'wis, the fresh-water her^ 

ring. 
Ome'me, the pigeon. 
Ona'gon , a bowl. 
Onaway', awake. 
Opechee', tJie robin» 
0««e'o, Son of the EvetUng Star, 
OwalB'sa, the blue-bird, 
Oweenee', wife of Osseo. 
Ozawa'beek , a round piece of bras» 

or copper in the Game of the 

BowL 
Pah-puk-kee'na, the grasshopper, 
Pau'gak; death. 
Pau-Puk-Kee'wia, the handeome 

Yenadizze, the Storm Fool. 
Pe'boan, Winter» 
Pem'ican, meat of the deer or buffalo 

dried and pounded. 
Pezhekee', the bison. 
Pishnekuh', thebrant. 
Pone'mah, hereafter. 
Paggawau'gun , o war^club. 
Pak-Wucü'iea, Puk-Wu4|-In-in'ces, 



little wild men of the wooäs : pigm 

miee» 
Sah-sah-Je'-wun, rapide» 
Sah'wa, theperch. 
Segwan% Sf^ng» 
Sha'da, thepelican» 
ShAhbo'min, the gooseberry. 
Shah-shah, long ago» 
Shaagoda'ya, acoward» 
Shawgaahee', thecrauHfish. 
Shawonda'aeo , the South-Wind. 
Shaw-shaw, theswallow» 
Sheah'ebwag, ducks; pieces in the 

Game of the Bowl. 
Shin'gebls, the diver, or greebe- 
Showain' neme'ahin, püy me» 
Shab-shah'-gah, theblneheron» 
S oan-ge-ta'ha , etrong-hearted» 
Subbeka'she, the Spider. 
Sagge'ma, the mosqiiito» 
To'tem , family coat-of-arms. 
ügh, yes. 

ügadwaah', the tm^fith. 
Unktahee', the God of Water. 
Wabas'so, therabbit; the North» 
Wabe'no, amagician, ajuggler. 
Wabo'no-wnsk , yarrow» 
Wa'bnn, the Baet-Wind» 
Wa'ban'An'nang, the Star of the 

East, theMofning Star» 
Wahono'min , a cry of lamentation» 
Wah-wah-tay'see , the fire-ßy» 
Waubewy'on, a white skin wrapper. 
Wa'wa, the wild^goose. 
Waw'beek, arock. 
Waw-be-wa'wa, the white goose. 
Wawonaiä'sa, the whippoorwül. 
Way-mak-kwa'na, the eater-pülar, 
Weno'nah the eldest daughter» 

Hiawatna*8 moiher; daughter of 

Nokomis. 
Tenadiz'ze, an idler and gamhler; 

an Indian dandy. 



THE £KI). 



PBINTED BY BERNHARD TACTCHNITZ. 

Digitized by V^OOglC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



